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One Wild Night 


Author's Notes: 
M/m, fluff, first time 


"It should be fun," David coaxed. "I've heard good things." 
"Where?" Tico raised his eyebrows. 


"You know, around." David looked back behind them. Jon was walking closely next to Richie, as was usual these 


days. "Richie and Jon will really like it, | think" He smiled. 
Richie heard his name and perked up. "What?" 
"We're going to a- a dance club," Hugh said. 


"Cool!" Richie was always up for anything. Jon was always up for anything Richie was up for. They paid the 
cover charge and went in. 


It was a total assault on the senses. The music was super loud and the lights were flashing and swirling. A 
square glass case was in the corner, in which two guys were taking a shower, rubbing each other down with 
soap. Suddenly Richie understood why his friends wanted to bring Jon and him here. They stood around in a 


circle for a while, taking it all in 


Tico and Hugh went to the bar while Richie looked around. There were lots of pairs of guys dancing close 
together. He broke away from David, Alec, and Bobby and pulled Jon with him. That's what Richie wanted to do. 
He wanted to dance like that with Jon. "I WANT TO DANCE ALONE WITH YOU!" he yelled. 


Jon grinned. "ME TOO!" 


They wrapped their arms around each other and started dancing, although grinding would be a more accurate 
description. Being close like this with Jon was awesome. Heat started rising up into Richie's chest as he moved 
his hands up and down Jon's back. "Ahh, this is nice," Richie said to himself, smiling like an idiot. 


"WHAT?!" Jon yelled. 
"NOTHING!" Richie yelled back. 


A shirtless glittery dude came up to them and shouted, "THURSDAY NIGHT IS GLITTER NIGHT! HAVE SOME 
FREE BODY GLITTER COMPLEMENTS OF SHIMMER TIME!" He held out a small tube and smiled at Jon. 


Jon absently took the tube and looked at it and then at Richie. "I'M SO FUCKING HAIRY! I'LL LOOK STUPID!" He 
glanced at Richie's smooth upper arm. "WHAT ABOUT YOU? DO YOU HAVE CHEST HAIR?" 


Richie blushed. "NOT REALLY!" He took off his shirt and Jon rubbed the body glitter onto Richie's shoulders and 
arms and then his chest. "Mmm." Richie closed his eyes and concentrated on nothing but the feeling of Jon's 


hands moving over his naked quivering chest and stomach. He shivered with pleasure. 


"YOU LOOK AWESOME!" Jon's voice dropped to a whisper as he leaned into Richie's ear. "You're sparkly." He 
reached up to stroke Richie's bare glittery chest, looking into his brown eyes with lust. 


Richie gulped, pulled Jon closer to him and they began to kiss. They had kissed before, quick, innocent pecks 
backstage or in the dressing room and they kissed once in Richie's car. But not like this. This was an |-want- 
to-devour-you-alive kind of kiss. Richie clasped the sides of Jon's head and Jon moved his hands to Richie's 
waist. Richie was really into it; he sucked Jon's lips and licked his teeth. The kiss was hot: long and hard and 
wet and hot. 


Jon hadn't realized that Richie felt this strongly about him. He was ecstatic; he had wanted Richie to kiss him 
this way for a while now. He did kind of wish they were a little more alone than they were, but not enough to 
stop. It was their first real kiss and here they were out in front of everybody! 


Richie whimpered softly and moved with Jon as the strong beat of the music thumped inside his ribcage. They 


continued kissing and dancing together, touching and rubbing against each other as much as they could. 


Jon was starting to feel really good, a little too good. "RICHIE!" Jon broke away. "We need to go somewhere 


where we can be alone," Jon whispered, moving his head down. 


Richie noticed the visible bulge at Jon's crotch and knew what he meant. He was having the same problem. 


"THE BATHROOM!" 


My Heart Beats Like a Drum 


The bathroom was equally dimly lit but not as loud Buckets full of free condoms and little tubes of lube sat 
on the counter next to the sinks. Jon and Richie rushed to the handicapped stall, quickly went in and latched 
the lock. Jon removed his shirt and they rewrapped their arms around each other and Richie continued his 


enthusiastic assault on Jon's mouth. 
| was afraid | was going to come on the fucking dance floor!" Jon admitted, tears springing into his eyes. 
"Touch me, Richie, please!” Jon breathed, taking Richie's hand and moving it down inside his pants and onto his 


throbbing cock. 


"Oh my god!" Richie exclaimed as he wrapped his hand around it and started stroking. "I didn't know you were 
so-" he panted, "excited!" 


"Unnnngggggggghhhhh," was all Jon could say. He closed his eyes and tilted his head back. 

Richie started frantically rubbing his cock against Jon's hip as he maintained a furious pace on Jon's cock. He 
wrapped his free arm around Jon's neck and moaned softly. Jon pushed Richie back slightly so he could get into 
Richie's pants and wrap his hands around his cock. "Ahh, Jon," Richie inhaled excitedly. Both breathless, they 
stop kissing and buried their faces in each other's necks while they concentrated on the staggering pleasure 
building below the waist. "Jon!" 

"Richie!" Jon's face flushed. 

"Jon!" Richie's eyes closed. 

"Richie!" Jon threw his head back. 

"Jon!" Richie squeezed Jon's shoulder. 

"Oh!" Jon held his breath. 

"Ooh!" Richie's body tensed. 


'Richiiilllliiiieeeeee!” Jon came fast and hard and a lot, creating a big sticky mess. 


"Jooooooonnnnnnn!" Richie almost cried when he came, coating Jon's hand with spurt after spurt of his hot 


liquid. It felt so great! 


Afterward, Jon laughed with relief. He was so high from being with Richie that he didn't care that they had 


their first orgasm together in a public restroom of a gay club. 


After a few moments, they collected themselves, exited the stall and cleaned each other up with damp paper 
towels. The other guys in the restroom pretended not to notice. 


"Wow, now you're all sparkly," Richie noticed 


Jon looked down at his own chest. In their little tryst, some of Richie's glitter had rubbed into Jon's chest hair. 
"Oh, yeah." Jon laughed again. 


Richie moved to hold him gently and kissed him softly. As his heartbeat returned to normal, he rubbed 


soothing circles over Jon's back. "That was- awesome." 

Jon looked up at Richie, grinning widely. "Where did that come from?" he asked, laughing lightly. 
Richie blushed. "I've always liked you," he offered as an explanation, affectionately kissing Jon's cheek. 
"Oh Richie," Jon sighed at the tenderness of Richie's gestures. "Can we go outside for some air?" 


"Sure." They went back out into loudness of the main room. "YOU WANT SOMETHING TO DRINK? I'LL GET US 
SOME DRINKS!" 


It was then that Jon realized his mouth was dry. He nodded at Richie, stroking his ass as he went off to the 


bar. 


FEKE 


Everyone was in the car on the way home. Tico pulled up in front of Jon's house and stopped the car. 


"Goodnight, buddy!" everyone called out 

"You're a little glittery, Jon Some of Richie's glitter rubbed off onto you," David pointed out. 
"Oh, yeah," Jon blushed. "Bye, guys," He got out of the car and started toward his house. 
Richie jumped up. "I have to go tell Jon something" He got out and followed 

He caught up to Jon on his front porch and stopped him. "Hey, Jon" 

Jon turned around and smiled. "Forget something?" 


"No." Richie put an arm around him and turned him so that his back was toward the car full of their friends. 
"I just wanted to kiss you one more time," Richie confessed. 


"Oh," Jon giggled and tilted his head back 


Richie kissed him once again and Jon hooked his arms under Richie's shoulders. Richie let out a soft moan. 
‘| want to kiss you twenty more times," Jon whispered into his mouth. 

"Ahh." He kissed Jon again "I have to go." Richie let go. 

"Bye, Richie," Jon smiled. 

"Bye." Richie took a deep breath and went back to the car. 

Since Jon had been dropped off, David immediately started talking about him. He turned to face Richie. 
"We saw you! We saw you and Jon kissing in the middle of the dance floor!" David accused. 

"So?" Richie tried to sound casual, even though just thinking about it made his heart beat like a drum. 
Tico was interested. "How did that happen?" 


God, they were so nosy. "He was rubbing the body glitter on me, touching my arms and my chest," Richie 
explained. "| got really turned on so | kissed him," he admitted. 


"Whoa." Tico exclaimed. 

"You're still really glittery," Hugh noticed. "You're probably visible in the dark" 

Richie laughed. "I think Jon used the whole tube." 

"What happened to you two after that? | looked over and you guys were gone,” David said. 


"We were around We got shoved around a bit in the crowd," Richie lied It was one thing talking about the 
kissing on the dance floor. What happened in the bathroom he wanted to keep to himself to savor. 


David's curiosity got the better of him. "So what's it like making out with Jon and caressing his short, skinny 
body?" he asked. 


Richie smiled and leaned back against his seat. "Magnificent!" 
"Oh my god! You love him!" David accused. 
Richie sighed. "No, | don't." 


"You love him! You love Jon!" 


Richie shrugged. "I like him." 


"Sure," Tico said. 


When | Think About You | Touch Myself 


After many more probing questions from David, they dropped Richie off at his house. He quietly unlocked the 
door and snuck inside. He went upstairs to the bathroom to take a shower. He took off his sweaty clothes and 
looked in the mirror at his glittery self. He didn't want to wash the glitter off because it reminded him of Jon 
Jon. He closed his eyes and sighed. He liked Jon so much. So much. 


But he had to wash it off. It was like wearing a sign that said, "I'm gay.’ 


Richie stepped under the hot spraying water and washed his hair. He couldn't believe he had had the nerve to 
kiss Jon that way tonight. He'd been thinking about it forever, but chickening out with little pecks. Richie felt 
himself blush and he couldn't help it. He was now glad that he didn't stop himself because of the way that Jon 


had kissed him back. He was so relieved that Jon seemed to like him too. 


Richie then ran some soap over his chest and arms, closing his eyes and shivering as he remembered how it 
felt when Jon had touched him earlier that night. There was just something about the way Jon was touching 
him when he put the glitter on. And he looked so sexy and his lips were all pouty. His heart began to beat 
faster. God, Jon's hands had felt so good. So good. 


He then moved his hands to his now very erect cock and started to stroke it, quivering as he remembered 
how Jon had touched him in the bathroom. That was the best thing ever. He definitely wanted to do that again, 


perhaps someplace more private. 


But where? Richie opened his eyes so he could think. He thought that maybe they could drive somewhere and 
make out in the backseat of his car for a few hours. Or he could sneak him into the basement and open up 
the sofa bed so they could fool around under the covers all night. His mind swirled with possible places they 


could be alone together. 


He kept masturbating and thinking about Jon, pretending he was in the shower with him, touching him. He could 
already feel his orgasm building. It didn't take long at all for Richie to come. "Jon," he whispered out loud as he 
squirted over his hand and up the shower wall. He caught his breath and washed off the rest of the glitter. 


As Richie dried off, he thought about how much he wanted to kiss Jon and touch his face and run his fingers 
through his hair. He wanted to make Jon sigh and moan and purr as he touched him everywhere. He wanted to 


feel him everywhere. Everywhere. 


He quietly went to his bedroom and slipped into bed. Was David right? Did he love Jon? He'd never felt like this 
about anyone so he had no idea. Richie sighed as he rolled over and thought about Jon a little more. He just 
knew that thinking about Jon and being with Jon made him feel great. Suddenly exhausted from the earth- 
shattering events of the night, Richie fell asleep. 


Let\'s Spend The Night Together 


"I knew you had an ulterior motive when you invited me to spend the night at your house." Jon ran a hand 


over his face. 

Richie blushed. "What do you mean?" 

Jon pointed "That's a sofa bed." 

"Yes," Richie said. "| thought we could- lie down" 

"Ahh." 

Jon seemed so nervous. "We don't have to do anything," Richie soothed. "We can just kiss." 


Jon was relieved that Richie wasn't going to be forceful. "Well, we can do a little more than kiss," he came 


closer, looking at Richie. 

"Oh, good- | mean, okay." 

"Yeah." 

"Okay," Richie repeated. 

They sat down next to each other on the bed, both of them nervous about making the first move. Richie 
reached out and touched Jon's cheek and they leaned towards each other. Their lips were about half an inch 
from touching when- 

"RICHIE?" his mom yelled from the top of the basement stairs. 


Richie and Jon jumped up off the bed and away from each other. 


"DO YOU BOYS WANT ANYTHING FROM THE KITCHEN? COOKIES? MILK? YOUR FATHER AND | ARE GOING TO BED 
NOW." 


"NO!" Richie gulped, recovering from his heart attack. "WE'RE FINE!" 
"OKAY! GOOD NIGHT, HONEY! GOOD NIGHT, JON!" 
"GOOD NIGHT, MOM!" 


Richie's mom closed the door and left. 


"Jesus," Jon breathed, letting out the breath he'd been holding 
"Are you all right?" 

"Yeah," Jon exhaled. "Im so nervous," he admitted 

Richie moved his hand to his chest, feeling his heart beating rapidly. "Me too. | dont know why: 

"Me neither," Jon said. "I mean | want to be here with you." 

Richie smiled and squeed on the inside. "Let's get on the bed and relax. We won't be interrupted anymore.” 
"Okay" Jon eased back toward the bed and lied down with his legs dangling over the edge 


Richie lay down on his side, propping himself up on one arm so he could look down at Jon, who smiled up at 
him. He put his right hand on Jon's chest and leaned down close to his face. "Hi," he smiled. 


"Hey," Jon whispered, moving his left hand to rest on top of Richie's hand. 

Richie closed the distance between their mouths and they kissed He moaned softly as Jon's mouth opened up 
under his. Jon moved his other arm around Richie's neck and pulled his body down close to his. Their hot wet 
tongues slid over each other as they both shivered with excitement. They moved fully onto the bed as they 


devoured each other's mouths. Richie ran a trembling hand under Jon's shirt and up his back. 


"Take your clothes off," Richie whispered, pulling Jon's t-shirt up over his head. He had dreamed of this 


moment for a while. 

"Ahh, okay," Jon breathed 

They couldn't help looking at each other's hard cocks after they got undressed. Richie sucked in his breath as 
they got under the covers. They put their arms around each other's shoulders and kissed, but kept the rest 
of their bodies apart. 

Richie took a deep breath and ran his hand down Jon's side and back around over his ass. Jon giggled. 

"What's so funny?" 


"Nothing, l'm- ticklish, sorry.” 


‘Its okay," Richie smiled. "Come here." He pulled Jon's hips to his and wrapped a leg around his thigh. They both 
shuddered as their bare cocks came together. "Oh god," Richie sighed. "This feels unbelievable." 


Jon held tightly onto Richie as they rubbed their cocks together between each other's stomachs, moaning and 
gasping all the time. Just when Jon thought what happened in the bathroom was the best thing ever, this was 
even better. This was the best feeling ever. 


They had a good rhythm going, thrusting and rubbing, rubbing and thrusting. Richie couldn't believe that he 
was coming already, but he was. His orgasm kind of snuck up on him and before he knew it, he was spurting 


between their hot bodies. "Unnnngggghhhh," was all he could manage. 


Jon felt it. "Richie?" He smiled, happy that he was giving his friend so much pleasure. "I want to, too." He rolled 
them over so he was on top and began frantically moving back and forth so he could come too. His heart 
pounded in his ears and his body tensed as he came, his hot liquid mixing with Richie's between them. "Ahh, 
yes, god, ahh!" 


Still panting, Richie wrapped himself around Jon and kissed him then he caught his breath. "I'm glad you wanted 
to do more than kiss," Richie smiled. 


Jon smiled back. "We could do that again" 


Kiss You All Over 


They did, in fact, do it again and this time Jon's orgasm was even more powerful. He yelled out "Oh, Richie!" 
slightly loudly, which reminded Richie that his parents were in fact just upstairs. Through the haze of ecstasy 
of his own orgasm, he managed to clamp his hand over Jon's mouth and whisper harshly, "Shh! You'll- wake 
up- my parents!" 


‘Oh shit- sorry!" Jon's face turned a deep shade of red as his heart beat fiercely in his chest. 


Richie looked into Jon's flushed face and tear-filled eyes and forgave him instantly. "But- thanks," he recovered, 
kissing Jon softly. "I'm glad you- liked it 


"lt was- amazing," Jon whispered, running his hands up and down Richie's back, savoring the afterglow. 


They held each other as their breathing returned to normal, their sweaty bodies spent. Richie kicked off the 


heavy covers. 


Jon reveled in the feeling of Richie's weight on top of him and the soft mattress underneath him. He stretched 


out. "Ahh, this is so nice," Jon murmured, kissing down Richie's throat. 
"What?" Richie mumbled against Jon's cheek. 

"Being in bed, in a bed," Jon explained. 

"Yes," Richie agreed, pulling just the bed sheet over them. 

"Is much roomier than your car." Jon kissed Richie's bare shoulder. 
"Everything is roomier than my car." Richie ran a hand over Jon's hip. 
Jon giggled. "At least you have a car." 


Richie kissed him. "You don't need a car. You have me. I'll carry you anywhere you need to go" He moved his 
hand up Jon's thigh, making a mental note of his ticklish spots. 


Jon giggled again and they kissed. Rolling over onto their sides, Jon ran a hand up and down Richie's hairless 


chest. He liked the feel of it, the hard muscles under the warm skin. "I like your smooth chest," Jon said softly. 
"Really?" Richie said with slight surprise. 


Jon looked at him. "Yeah. You don't?" 


‘It's so girly. | like your hairy chest," Richie's face flushed. 

‘It's really hairy," Jon said matter-of-factly. 

"I know," Richie grinned, running his fingers through it. "It's sexy.’ 
"Sexy?" Jon laughed. 

"You're sexy," Richie whispered, rubbing his thumb around Jon's nipple. 


"Ooh, | like that," Jon giggled and Richie kissed him a little more deeply. They kissed like it was going out of 


style. Hot and wet lips slid over cheeks, chins, and necks. 

Richie enthusiastically sucked Jon's tongue into his mouth. A bit breathless, he pulled back. "Wait a minute-" 
"What?" Jon whimpered softly, not wanting Richie to stop even for a second, 

Richie touched his fingers to his mouth. "My lips feel weird when I'm not kissing you." 

Jon giggled, tightening his arms around Richie's neck. "Then don't stop kissing me! Ever!" 

‘lm going to have to kiss you all the time," Richie realized. 

"I like kissing you, too," Jon was becoming really aroused. 


Richie rolled him over onto his back, making himself more comfortable in Jon's arms. "Or at least for the rest 


of the night." 


And he did. 


Just a Little Lovin\’ Early in the Morning 


Richie woke up in the morning with an itchy belly. He was lying between Jon's legs with his head on the middle 
of Jon's chest. Jon was sprawled out on his back underneath him with an arm intimately draped around his 
neck. Richie's lips felt well used and worn out, but in a good way. He and Jon had stayed up really late kissing 
and fooling around. Actually they weren't up, they were in bed- just not sleeping. They had carried on for a 
few hours until they were both falling asleep. 


Richie smiled to himself, savoring the feeling of Jon's warm body and fondly remembering the night before. Jon 
was such a good kisser. And he was good at other stuff, too. "Jon, are you awake?" Richie whispered, lightly 
kissing his chest. 

No answer. Jon was snoring softly. 

He heard his parents moving about upstairs and moved Jon's arm from his neck to the bed. He reluctantly got 
up and put his pajama pants and t-shirt back on. He looked at Jon in his naked, sprawled out state and admired 
the sexy slim body, his eyes lingering on the soft penis resting between his thighs. "Baby, you're beautiful,” he 
whispered, pulling the sheet up over him all the way to his shoulders. He bent down and kissed Jon's forehead 


before going upstairs. 


His parents were clearing the table, about to leave. "Oh, good morning Richie!" his mom said. "Is Jon still 


asleep?" 

"Yeah." Richie suddenly realized why his stomach was itchy. The dried cum. fuck, it itched 

"How was the sofa bed? Was it comfortable?" 

"Yeah." Richie tried not to think about the itching in front of his mom. Thank god he'd put the t-shirt on 
"Remember dinner starts at Grandma's at 6:00," Richie's mom said. "And bring Jon along if you want" 


"Okay, I'll ask him." Richie could picture it in his head. "Mom, Dad, Grandma, Grandpa, this is my boyfriend, Jon." 


He could see the look on his dad's face. 
"See you later, honey." His mom kissed him on the cheek and they left. 


Richie made a stop in the bathroom to brush his teeth and wiped off his stomach with a damp washcloth. He 
rinsed it out and took it with him back to the basement for Jon to use. 


Jon hadn't moved at all. Richie quietly walked over to the foot of the bed. "Jon, are you awake?" he asked, 
smiling now. Jon looked so cute; Richie couldn't resist. He took hold of the sheet and slowly pulled it down 
revealing Jon's chest and then his stomach. He pulled it down a little further and noticed that Jon's little guy 


was getting excited. It was now standing a little up and away from his body. 


Richie grinned at this and got back on the bed, settling between Jon's spread out legs. "You might as well wake 


up, Jonny-" he whispered, "since your dick is already awake." 
Still no answer. 


Richie ran a finger lightly over it and Jon made a soft noise. Richie then moved his lips around the head and 


licked softly. That did it. 


"Jesus!" Jon opened his eyes, saw Richie and smiled. "Fuck, Rich!" he breathed. "But what a great way to wake 


up. 
"Mmm-hmim," Richie murmured, still teasing Jon with his tongue. 

Jon took a deep breath. "Are your parents awake?" 

What a mood killer. There was no way Richie could talk about his parents while sucking Jon's dick so he 
stopped. "They left. We have the house to ourselves." He remembered the washcloth. "Here, wipe off your 


stomach with this or itll start to itch." 


"What? Oh, yeah." Jon took it and cleaned himself up. "l, uh, didn't mean to interrupt your work," he said slyly. 
"You can go back to what you were doing." He wiggled his pelvis suggestively. 


| could-" Richie laughed. "Didn't you get enough last night?" 

‘Obviously not," Jon said, touching his semi-hard dick. 

"Well, I'm starving, Let's eat breakfast" Richie got up and pulled Jon with him. 
"Arghh!" Jon sighed. He obviously wanted to get back to it. 


"We can take a shower after we eat," Richie soothed. "Together. If you want." Now Richie was getting excited at 
the thought of Jon's wet naked body. 


"Ooh!" Jon perked up. 


Nil Make You Breakfast in the Morning 


"Last night was amazing," Jon whispered against Richie's ear. 


Standing at the stove making eggs, Richie was startled when Jon came out of the bathroom without a sound, 
walked up behind him and wrapped his arms around his waist. "Oh!" he exclaimed, "Yes." He tilted his head back. 


Jon began kissing his neck "Wow, you can make eggs." 


‘lm going to burn them if you don't knock it off," Richie teased. Jon smiled and planted one last open-mouthed 
kiss around Richie's earlobe before letting go and sitting down at the kitchen table. Richie dished up breakfast 


and sat down next to Jon. "Hi," he whispered as he leaned over and kissed him softly on the lips. Jon beamed. 


Richie ate with his right hand and moved his left hand to Jon's thigh and stroked it lightly. He loved sitting 
here with Jon, just being with him. Part of him couldn't believe that they were both really here, that this was 
really happening, that last night had really happened, that they had actually spent the night together. Richie 


liked Jon so much. 

They looked shyly at each other as they ate. "This tastes really good, Richie," Jon smiled. 

It was all really good- the eggs, the toast, the juice, the milk, being together- Richie sighed happily. Jon grinned 
before taking a long drink of milk and Richie longed to lick off the drops that clung to his upper lip. Why fight 
it? Richie thought. He leaned in and kissed Jon again 


Jon giggled. "Oh Richie." They dropped their forks and wrapped their arms around each other for a long, deep, 
wet kiss. They couldn't get enough. "You taste really good, too," Jon gushed. 


"Mmmm," Richie sighed. He was in heaven. 
They quickly finished breakfast and cleaned up the kitchen, smiling like idiots the entire time. "How about that 
shower?" Jon asked, looking up and down Richie's body as he licked his lips. He couldn't wait to see him naked 


agai n. 


The feeling was mutual. Richie's heart beat like a drum as he closed the dishwasher. "I'll race you to the 


bathroom." 


Slippery When Wet 


They both rushed into the small bathroom, laughing excitedly. They almost fell over each other in their rush 
to get their clothes off. "Ow!" In his haste, Richie banged his elbow on the cabinet. "Damn!" 


Jon's face softened. "Ahh, baby, let me kiss it and make it better." He lovingly took Richie's arm and planted a 


wet open-mouthed kiss on Richie's elbow. 


Richie's whole body shivered. "Ahh, Jon" They finally got naked and Richie started the shower. As they waited 
for the temperature to adjust, they kissed hungrily. Richie's head was swimming. He pulled back the shower 


curtain, took Jon's hand and pulled him into the shower with him. 


Jon lustfully watched the water drops slide down Richie's smooth chest before playfully licking some of them 
up. "Mmm," he mumbled into Richie's chest. 


Richie's knees almost buckled at the feeling of Jon's hot wet tongue on his nipple. "Ahh, Jon" 


Richie closed his eyes and fondly remembered the first time he and Jon and all their friends went to the 
beach. Jon had come out of the water all wet and sexy and smiling and that was the first time Richie had felt 
something. Something different. He kept his sunglasses on the rest of the day, hoping no one would notice that 
he kept staring at Jon 


It was all Richie could do to keep from falling over. He grabbed Jon around the shoulders and kissed his wet 
hair. Standing so close together they could feel how excited each other was. Richie pulled Jon's face up for a 


full wet kiss and swirled his tongue around Jon's. Jon moaned into Richie's mouth. 
Jon responded by slightly thrusting his pelvis against Richie. "I want you," he purred into his ear. 


Richie kissed Jon's forehead, his nose, his chin, then his throat as he worked his way down Jon's trembling 
body. By the time Richie dipped his tongue into Jon's bellybutton, he was a quivering mass of nerves and 
sensation. Richie got down on his knees and kissed Jon's hip, dangerously close to his stiff cock. "I'm going to 
finish what | started earlier," Richie said seductively before he took one of Jon's balls into his mouth. 


"Ahh! Fuck! Rich!" Jon cried out. He leaned back against the shower wall and closed his eyes. 


Richie held firmly onto Jon's ass as he licked up the length of Jon's erection before taking it fully into his 
mouth and sucking slowly and softly. Jon tasted so good. 


"Ahh Richie! You're driving me crazy," Jon panted as he opened his eyes and looked down to watch. Richie's 
face was bright red and his eyes were closed as his head bobbed slowly up and down. "Richie-" Jon whispered 
and he slid his fingers into his wet hair. 


Richie took that as a signal to speed up so he did. He started sucking harder and moving his tongue faster. He 
opened his eyes and caught Jon looking at him. 


Jon met his eyes and just smiled "Rich- baby- I'm not going to- last- much longer-" Jon warned him. 
Richie shifted slightly and as he did his hard cock brushed against Jon's leg. He was about ready to burst 
himself. He moved his left hand to Jon's other ass cheek and started stroking his own cock with his right hand. 


He wasn't going to last that much longer either. 


"Rich! This is it!" Jon yelled out just before he shot wave after wave of his hot liquid deep down Richie's 
throat. "Oh- my- god!" 


Richie continued to suck Jon softly until he himself climaxed, his cum shooting out and landing on the floor of 


the tub. "Mmmmm," he exhaled around Jon's softening dick. 


Jon moved under the shower spray to cool off and noticed Richie clutching his own softening cock. "Rich? Did 


you come, too?" he smiled. 
"Hell yes," Richie breathed. 


"Get back up here," Jon demanded as he pulled Richie up, held him around the shoulders and kissed him hard on 


the lips. "That was amazing. You-" he kissed Richie again, "are amazing." 


"So are you," Richie sighed as he rubbed Jon's shoulders. They stood and held each other awhile, basking in the 
afterglow of the passion they had just shared. 


After they recovered, they washed each other slowly and thoroughly, enjoying every minute, every touch, 
every caress, every inch of each other's skin. They fervently kissed again before Richie turned off the shower. 


Open All Night 

"JON! THE PHONE'S FOR YOU!" Jon's mom yelled up the stairs. 

Richie! he thought. He ran to the phone and excitedly answered, "Hello!?" 
"Hey, Jon’ It was Dave. 


Jon's heart sank a little. "Oh, hi," he said. He couldn't hide the 


disappointment in his voice. 

"What's with that tone? Expecting someone else?" David teased. 

"No, well, maybe, l- never mind. What's up?" 

"Nothing with me, but you. You. You spent the night at Richie's last night," Dave said. 

Jon stopped cold. "How did you know?" 

‘| called your house last night. Your mom told me where you were." 

"Oh." 

"So what did you two do? All night? Alone? Over at Richie's house?" David asked suspiciously. 
"Uh-" Jon's face turned red. 

"What are you trying to keep a secret? We all know you two- are together. 

"Oh- well- yeah," Jon sighed. 

"You can tell me stuff." 

"We don't want anyone to find out what- what we're doing down there. Especially Richie's parents." 
"They won't find out" 


"Richie's basement is perfect. There's nowhere else where we can- be alone. We don't fit in the backseat of 


Richie's car." 


| can see that," David said. "Richie's pretty tall." 


Jon laughed. He leaned back and began to relax. 
"So did you two fuck?" 


"Jesus, Dave," Jon said. "We just made out on the sofa bed. It was perfectly innocent” Okay, so it wasn't that 


innocent. 
"Were you naked?" 


Jon smiled, remembering Richie's gorgeous hot naked body. "Maybe." 


| Just Want to Be Your Man 


"Oh god, Jon!" Jon had barely gotten into Richie's car when Richie grabbed him and hugged him tightly around 
the shoulders. "All | think about is the next time I'll see you so | can kiss you again!" He kissed Jon deeply. 


"Oh, Richie," Jon giggled. "I think about you all the time, too." 


They had been carrying on like this for several weeks now. Richie had never been happier. Jon couldn't stop 


smiling. 

Richie had picked Jon up at work and they were going over to Richie's house to have another ‘sleep over: 
Richie was trying to concentrate on the road but Jon's left hand was resting on Richie's thigh like it was the 
most natural thing in the world. Richie couldn't hold in his desire any longer. He saw a drugstore and pulled into 
the parking lot. 


"Do you need something?" Jon asked, 


Richie shut off the engine. It was now or never. "Jon, | think we should have sex," he blurted out. He put his 


hand on top of Jon's hand "I mean, | want to sleep with you." 

Jon had been thinking about that too lately. "Do you know what that-" he said, looking at Richie, "involves?" 
Richie knew what he meant. He sighed, "Yeah 

"And you still want to?" 


Richie's mind was racing. All he wanted was to be as intimately close to Jon as he possibly could. He was ready. 
"Yes." Richie's heart roared in his ears. 


Jon giggled nervously. "Wow. You must really be in love-" 
Richie blushed deeply and looked down. "Jon-" 


‘lm sorry, | was just-" Jon suddenly realized what Richie was about to say. "Oh my god, Rich-" He stopped 
talking. 


"I am," Richie said softly and looked back up. "Jon, | love you." 
"Oh, Richie! I-" Jon took Richie around his shoulders and kissed him hard on the lips. "Oh! | love you too!" 


Richie was in a state of shock. He hadn't expected to say that to Jon. "Really?" 


"Yes!" Jon smiled. "OF course | do!" 

Richie breathed a sigh of relief. "Oh good." 

| want to sleep with you, too," Jon confessed before they got out of the car. "What do we need? Condoms?" 
"And lube," Richie said. "Like K-Y Jelly." 


"Okay. K-Y Jelly." Jon repeated. 


The First Slow Dance and the First Long Kiss 


Richie pulled out the sofa bed, smoothed the covers and threw two pillows onto it. The bed was ready. Jon 
looked at it and paused. It was the same sofa bed they had done all of their fooling around in, but it somehow 
looked different to Jon. It was about to become the bed they'll have sex in. God, was he nervous. 


Richie stripped out of his clothes and slid into bed, looking expectantly at Jon He sensed his nervousness. "Just 


take your time, babe," he soothed 

After stripping out of his clothes as well, Jon slipped under the covers next to Richie and they just lied there 
silently for a while. Richie reached out and gently stroked Jon's arm. He was so excited about what was going 
to happen. And scared. And nervous. 

'Rich, Im a little nervous," Jon admitted 

"Hts okay. So am |," Richie confessed 

Jon let out a breath. "Oh good! 

"We don't have to do anything, We can just kiss," Richie soothed 

Jon smiled. "That's what you said to me the first night | slept over," Jon remembered 

"Really?" Richie laughed. "You remember?" 

"Yes, and it was exactly what | needed to hear," Jon recalled 


Richie rolled onto his side and leaned over Jon. "What do you need to hear now?" 


Jon looked into Richie's warm brown eyes and sighed happily. "Nothing." Richie was such a sweet boyfriend. 
"You're a really great boyfriend,” he remarked. 


"Boyfriend?" Richie grinned. 

"What do you want me to call you? My /over?" Jon lowered his voice seductively on the last word. 

Richie laughed. "You can call me that in the morning," 

Oh yes," Jon sighed, inching closer for a kiss. They kissed and hugged for a long time, both of them waiting for 
the other to make the first move toward full-on sex. Chills reverberated through Jon's body as they kissed. 


Their hot stiffening cocks warmed each other's stomachs. Finally, Richie couldn't take it anymore. He sat up and 


reached for the tube of lube. 


"Jon, l- give me your hand," Richie requested shyly. 


Jon complied and Richie took it and squirted some lube out onto his first two fingers. They got up on their 
knees, facing each other. Richie scooted up close to Jon, took his wrist and moved it behind him. 


"Jon, you need to-" Richie trailed off, his nerves starting to get to him. 

"I know, baby," Jon whispered softly into his ear. "It's fine.” Jon stroked over Richie's ass with his left hand 
before he found Richie's opening with his right. He stroked over it with the lubed fingers, trying to be gentle. 
"Try to relax, Rich," Jon soothed He was surprised at how much he was enjoying the intimacy of this, the 


trust that Richie had in him. He started to slide his finger inside. 


Richie let out a breath. It didn't really hurt like he thought it would, it just felt kind of strange. Then Jon took 
his left hand and moved Richie's head and kissed him. He kissed him sweetly and lovingly as he moved his finger 


in and out of his ass. Richie almost melted all over the bed. 


"Oh god, Jon," Richie sighed as he wrapped his arms around Jon's neck and returned the kiss. He felt Jon's 
second finger move inside him and gasped. 


"You okay?" Jon asked. A part of him couldn't believe Richie was letting him touch him in this way. 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Richie breathed, deciding that he was ready. He took Jon into his arms and gently 
maneuvered him so that he was laying flat on his back. "I want you so bad," Richie whispered into Jon's mouth. 
He straddled Jon, lifted himself up and took hold of Jon's cock. He took a deep breath and nervously lowered 
himself down until he felt the head against his ass. "Ooh!" It felt like nothing he had ever felt before. 


Jon gently placed his hand on Richie's hip. "You okay, babe? Go slow." 


"Right. Slow-" Richie sunk himself down the rest of the way and they began a slow, delicious rhythm of moving 
up and pushing down. 


"Oh god, Rich- this is-" Jon tried his best to be gentle but it felt so damn good. He gripped Richie's hips. They 
made eye contact and Jon blushed. Then they smiled at each other and laughed happily. "So this is what sex is 


like," Jon stated, voice full of wonder. 

"Yeah," Richie breathed. 

"Is awesome," Jon whispered, closing his eyes. "Kiss me." 

Supporting himself on his elbows, Richie bent down and met Jon in a long hungry kiss. 


When Richie's stomach unclenched and he remembered to breath out, he realized that there were tears filling 


his eyes. The sex didn't hurt like he thought it would. Nothing hurt. It fact it felt great. He was a little shocked 
that he was crying out of joy, the pure joy and elation of having Jon up inside him. His arms trembled as he 


tried to stop crying before Jon noticed. 


But it was too late. Jon assumed Richie was in some kind of physical discomfort. "Oh god, Richie, I'm sorry! We 
should stop-" 


"No-" Richie moaned as he covered Jon's mouth with his. 


Jon broke the kiss. "You're crying!" he reached up and wiped away a tear with his thumb. "At least slow downl 


I'm sorry- I'm hurting you- fuck-" 

"It only hurts a little," Richie lied. "lm fine!" He kept moving. He'd never felt anything like this before. He'd never 
had sex like this before, with another guy. And he'd certainly never had sex with anyone he'd loved before. At 
this realization, the tears started flowing again. 

Jon was confused as ever. "Richie-" 


"Jon!" Richie couldn't hold it in. "im crying- because l- | love youl" he confessed, 


"Oh!" Jon was deeply touched. "Oh- Richie! | love you, too!" His hands left Richie's hips and he tried to 
soothingly stroke Richie's back He pulled his lover close and they kissed again 


"m so sorry," Richie sniffled. "This is really sexy, | bet, the crying," he said sarcastically. 


"No, it's fine. You can feel whatever you want with me," Jon whispered. "As long as you love me." He lovingly 


kissed Richie's wet cheek. 
"Oh baby," Richie sighed, calming down, 


The two lovers lay wrapped up in each other's arms, softly kissing. Their bodies stilled as Richie lovingly 
touched Jon's face and kissed through his hair, slowly getting up the nerve to tell Jon what he wanted. 


‘Jon-" Trembling with excitement, Richie sat back up and slowly pulled himself off of Jon's penis. "l- ah- wait-" 
"Richie?" Jon asked, his penis suddenly feeling very cold. "You do want to stop?" 

"No. | just-" Richie rolled over onto his back and pulled Jon on top of him. "Jon- | want you-" He spread his 
slightly trembling legs and placed his knees on either side of Jon's slim waist. "| want you to- make love to me," 


he said breathlessly. 


Jon's heart jumped into his throat. He had never heard anything more sexy in his life. "Richie," he swallowed, 
settling down between his boyfriend's legs. Richie was breathing hard and his cock was pointing straight up as 


he handed Jon a condom. "Oh Richie," Jon repeated. 


Giddy with anticipation, Richie pressed his head into the pillow. He whimpered as Jon slid back inside of him and 
began to slowly thrust. 


Craving more bodily contact, Jon leaned down to kiss Richie who moaned at the new angle in which Jon's cock 


was hitting him. "Oh fuck," he groaned. Jon was stroking over some wonderful place inside of him. "Oh my god, 
Richie moaned. 


"Ahh, this is heaven," Jon groaned as he plowed in and out of Richie's body. 

Richie wrapped his arms tightly around Jon's neck. "Mmm," he murmured. Richie's erection became trapped 
between their stomachs with the most delicious friction possible. Jon was stroking him inside and out and 
Richie was already about to burst. Jon pulled his head away to look at his beautiful excited lover. They made 
eye contact and that's when Richie came all over the place, all over Jon's stomach, his own stomach, and the 


bed. "Ahh- fuck- yessssssssssl" 


As Richie climaxed, he tightened around Jon's cock and that was all Jon needed to come himself. "Oh- Richie- 
oh!" Jon thrust forward one last time, his thighs tensing as he shot his hot liquid into the condom. 


Jon laid his sweaty body over Richie's as they relaxed, Jon's softening cock still up inside Richie. “That- was- 
amazing," Richie could barely breathe. He stroked over Jon's back and shoulders. 


Jon snuggled his flushed face into Richie's warm neck. "Richie- l'm- sleepy. Please- keep holding me," Jon 


yawned. 

"Oh, okay," Richie murmured. Sure enough, Jon started to snore softly. 

Richie was too excited to sleep. He and Jon had just made love and the world had not come to an end. In fact it 
had been the best sex he'd ever had. Richie was so in love and happy. His mind racing, he kept running his 
fingers through Jon's hair over and over again, thinking about him lovingly as he slept. 

After about twenty minutes, Jon woke up and stretched out on top of his new lover. 

"Oh, you're back," Richie realized. "You weren't asleep very long." 

"Yes, |-" Jon blushed a little. "I'm sorry." 

"It's okay," Richie whispered. "You can do whatever you want in bed with me." 


Jon smiled. "So what were you thinking about?" Jon asked, snuggling up closer. 


"Oh, just- you- and us," Richie stammered. "I'm really happy with what's happening between us." Richie smiled 


against Jon's hair. 
"Mmm, me too," Jon sighed, tightening his arms around Richie. "I love you." 


Richie's heart skipped a beat. "I love you too." 


| Just Called to Say | Love You 


Jon was almost ready for bed when he heard a knock on his door. "Jon?" His mom opened his bedroom door. 


"The phone's for you. It's Richie." 

Jon almost fell over. "Richie?!" 

"Yes," she said, handing him the cordless. "It's late. Keep it short” 

"Okay." He took the phone, trying to appear calm. 

"Goodnight," she said, shutting the door behind her. 

"Yeah, goodnight” Jon said. But his mind was already on the phone. "Hello?" he squeaked excitedly. 
"Hi," came Richie's velvety voice. 

Jon knees weakened; he sunk down onto the bed. "Hi," he said softly. 

"Hi," Richie repeated 

Jon giggled. 

So did Richie. "| just called to say that l- | loved what we did last night" 

Jon melted. "Me too." 

"l- it- ahh- it was- fantastic," Richie sighed, "being close to you. Making love to you." 


Richie's sweet tone sent a hot shiver up Jon's spine. He snuggled down under his covers. "It was the best night 


of my life," Jon confessed. 

"| feel like | should send you flowers or a card or- something." 
Jon giggled again. 

"Where are you?" Richie asked. 

‘In my bedroom." 


"Are you in bed?" 


"Yes," Jon whispered. 

"Ahh, me too." 

"Ooh" His face reddened. 

| want to kiss you. | almost kissed the phone." 
Jon laughed. 

"| can't wait to be with you again," Richie revealed. 
"Me too." Jon's heart was racing. 

"Can | ask you something?" 

"Anything." 

‘Is your ass a bit- sore?" 

"Oh, yes," Jon admitted. 

"So is mine." 

"But it's worth it" 

"Totally." 

"Yeah" 

"Jonny?" 

"Yeah?" 

"| love you." 

Jon gulped. "I love you too." 

| can't talk any longer. Good night, Jonny." 


"Good night, Richie." Jon hung up the phone and dropped it on the floor next to his bed. In his mind he replayed 
the highlights of the previous night: Richie's confession in the car, the kissing, making love to Richie, and then 


Richie making love to him. He pleasured himself in his bed before falling into a deep refreshing sleep full of 


beautiful dreams of his beloved Richie. 


See My Friends 


"What's up guys?" 


It was after school. Jon had left for work already so Richie wandered over to where Tico, Hugh, and Alec were 


hanging out, talking guy stuff. Richie greeted them in a characteristically exuberant manner. 
"What's up with your face?" Tico asked. 

"What do you mean?" Richie asked. 

"You're smiling," Hugh noticed. 

Richie considered himself a happy guy in general. "Uh, don't | always smile?" 

"Not like this. And you're glowing," Tico observed. 

"Glowing?" 

"Did you see Jon over the weekend?" Tico asked. 

Richie's smile took over his entire face. "Yes." 

"Oh," Tico realized. "| know what happened." 

"What?" Everyone asked. 

"Richie told Jon that he loves him!" Tico revealed. "And I'm betting by Richie's face that Jon said it back." 
Richie sighed happily. "Yes. That happened" 

"Aw, Richie is in love," Hugh said. 

‘Ive never felt this way," Richie revealed, laying back down in the grass. 

"Aw, Richie is in love for the first time in his life!" Hugh added. 

"Congratulations," Alec joined the conversation 

"But you two have been in love for a while. Did something else happen?" Hugh asked. 


Richie blushed. 


‘Oh my god," Tico interjected. "| know what it is. Richie." Tico looked at him and Richie smiled and nodded his 
head. 


"Jon and I-" Richie took a breath. Sometimes he still didn't believe it really happened. "Jon and | had sex." He 


paused. "And it was amazing." 

"Wow." 

"Where was this?" David asked. 

"In the basement" 

"Did you do him or did he do you?" 

"We did it both ways," Richie said. 

"Which did you like better?" 

Richie shrugged. "I liked it all." 

"Sure," Tico was the least surprised by these developments. 


"| can't believe it shows on my face," Richie said. 


"So that Jon has been over here a lot lately, I've noticed," Richie's mom observed. 
Richie stopped cold. "Yeah." 

"What do you two do down there in the basement all right?" 

Richie started to get nervous. His mother was sounding like Dave. "Nothing." 
"Nothing? Why don't you ever have any other friends over?" 

Because | dont want fo sleep with anyone else, Richie thought. "| don't know." 

"Is there something about Jon we should know about? Is he having trouble at home?" 


"No, it's nothing like that." 


"Then what is it?" 

"Well-" Richie really didn't want to be discussing this with his mom. Ugh. 

"Richie, look at me. Is Jon your- special friend?" 

Fuck! Richie thought. "What do you mean?" 

Richie's mom didn't want to tell him about the time she went down to the basement and found him asleep and 
naked and lying on top of an also asleep and equally naked Jon. She thought he'd be too embarrassed. "| mean- 
the other day, | thought | saw you two- kiss." 


"Oh god!" Richie's face turned bright red. "I'm sorry, l-" he trailed off, not knowing what to say. 


Her suspicions had been right. "It's okay. | just couldn't figure out why you were spending so much time 
together," his mother said. 


"Really?" 

"Yes, it's fine." 

"Can he still- come over?" Richie asked softly. 

His mom paused. "Yeah," she said. "Just be quiet. And keep it in the basement" 

"Okay." Richie started to get up and stopped "Are you going to tell Dad?" 

"Oh- no, he doesn't need to know." Richie's mom hadn't thought about how he would react. 
"Thanks," Richie sighed with relief. 

"So where are you going now?" 

"To pick Jon up. | think he wants to go to the beach." 

"So he's your- You two are-" she trailed off, not knowing what to call him. Boyfriend? 
"| don't really know what we are," Richie admitted. "I just know that l- | really like him" 
"Richie?" 


"Yeah?" 


"| don't know what kind of feelings you're experiencing right now with Jon, but just keep in mind that- you're 
young. And you have you're whole life ahead of you." 


But Richie knew exactly what kind of feelings he was experiencing. Love. 


Feels Something Like Summertime 


"IFs right on the beach," Richie's dad finished explaining. "We can leave Thursday and come back Sunday. Richie, 
you can bring along that friend of yours that always here. There will be enough room.’ 


"Jon?" Richie perked up. 

Richie's mom looked up suddenly. 

"Yeah." 

"Okay," he smiled. "I'll call him" 

FEKE 

"Thanks again for inviting me along," Jon said to Richie's parents. 


"Is no problem. We didn't expect Richie to just hang out with his boring old parents for three days," his 
father joked. 


This is going to be awesome, Richie thought. Three days at the beach with Jon. He was so excited. He'd been 
having fantasies all week about making out in the wet sand like in From Here to Eternity, one of the many 


movies Jon made him watch with him. 


It was all Jon and Richie could do to keep their hands off each other while sitting in the backseat for the two 
and a half hour drive. They didn't dare touch each other in any way. They barely even looked at each other, 
knowing that the temptation would be too great. 


After a while Jon had fallen asleep and when the road curved, his head fell onto Richie's shoulder. His father 


noticed from the rearview mirror. "Is he asleep?" 

Richie looked over at his boyfriend's closed eyes and relaxed face. "Yeah," Richie said. 

"You know you can move him off your shoulder," his father suggested. 

Richie tilted his head. "| don't mind" He secretly loved it. He would have moved his arm fully around Jon if they 
were anywhere else, maybe even move Jon's head to his lap and stroke his hair gently. His thoughts were 


interrupted when Jon began to snore softly. "I'm sorry, he's a snorer," Richie said. 


‘Its okay," his mother turned around and smiled at Richie. She was starting to get used to the two of them 
being together. She had to admit they made a cute couple. 


KEKEE 
"Jon, wake up," Richie whispered. "We're stopping." 
Jon straightened up and opened his eyes. "Are we there?" He blinked, slightly confused. 


Richie thought that Jon always looked cute when he had just woken up. "Not yet. We're stopped at a rest stop. 
Do you want to go to the bathroom or get something to drink?" 


Jon ran his fingers through his hair. "Oh, yeah." 


They finished relieving themselves and Jon waited for Richie's dad to leave the bathroom. "Did | snore in the 
car?" he asked Richie. 


Richie smiled. "A little." 
"Argh." 


‘Its okay." Since they were finally alone, Richie took the opportunity to take a surprised Jon into a tight 


embrace. 
"Rich, what are you-" Jon was cut off by a firm kiss on his mouth. 
"We're finally alone for a second," Richie whispered, nuzzling his boyfriend's cheek. "| don't want to waste it" 


"Oh!" Jon giggled, wrapped his arms around Richie's neck and they kissed again. "What's unbelievable is this isn't 
the first time we've made out in a public restroom," Jon grinned. 


Richie remembered. "Oh yeah." He smiled dopily recalling their tryst in the techno club. "That was really fun" 


"So is this," Jon agreed and they kissed again. "This weekend is going to be awesome. So what are the sleeping 
arrangements at the beach house?" Jon was excitedly anticipating his and Richie's three nights together. 


"We're in the same room but it has two twin beds” 

"Oh," Jon let go of Richie and sighed. 

"| know" 

Even as skinny as they both were, they knew it would be a tight fit. "Cant we push the beds together?" 


"That may be a bit obvious." Richie opened the restroom door and held it for his boyfriend. 


"Oh yeah," Jon realized. "Wouldn't it be great if we didn't have to hide-" he trailed off, unsure of how to finish 


the sentence. He exited the restroom. 


Richie shrugged and followed him out. He noticed that his parents were back outside. "My mom knows," he 


decided to tell Jon. 
Jon almost choked on his soda. "You told her?" 


"Nol" Richie exclaimed. "She figured it out and asked me about it. I'm sorry its impossible for me to lie to her 


about the big stuff" 
Jor's shock melted away instantly. "im big stuff?” 

"OF course. 

"And your dad?" 

"He doesn't know. And | don't want him to know. So we have to be extra careful” 
"| know," Jon said. "Itll be difficult, he continued, "because you're so sexy, baby. 


Richie smiled and blushed. "Aw, Jon" 


Let\'s Go Eat 


"So what do you plan to do when you graduate, Jon?" 


They were all having dinner at a nearby seafood restaurant. Richie's dad had never spent that much time 


around Jon so he took the opportunity to ask him some questions about himself. 

‘| don't know," Jon said. "My parents were both in the Marines so I'll probably do that. Maybe." 

"The Marines," Richie said thoughtfully, munching on some fried shrimp. 

"Maybe," Jon shrugged. "| haven't really thought about it" He took a bite of crab cake. 

"Well, you're young. You have plenty of time to decide." Richie's mom said, eating a spoonful of lobster bisque. 
"So what are your hobbies?" 

"| like music and movies and football." 

"Oh, football. Are you on the team at school?" Richie's dad took a sip of his beer. 

"Are you kidding? l'm so small, I'd be killed instantly," Jon stated. "lm just a fan 

"Richie was on the basketball team at his old school," Richie's mom said. 

"You should try out for that this winter," his father said. 

Richie shrugged. "I don't know." He sipped his iced tea thoughtfully. He really liked playing basketball and was 
quite good at it, but all of the time he would have to spend after school at practice would mean less time with 


Jon. 


Jon touched his leg under the table. "You should," he agreed. "I could come to the games and watch you play. 
We all would" Jon smiled at the thought of cheering on his tall gorgeous athletic boyfriend. 


"Maybe," Richie smiled back at him, trying not to blush. 
"Do you have a girlfriend?" Richie's father asked Jon 


Richie's mom coughed. Jon almost laughed out loud. "Oh, no." /m Richie's girlfriend, he thought, stroking his leg 
under the table. Richie unsuccessfully tried to push his hand away. 


"Richie doesn't have one either. When | was his age | had about twenty," Richie's father bragged. 


Richie's mom rolled her eyes. Æ only you knew why Richie doesnt have a girlfriend, she thought. 


Night Moves 


That night Jon and Richie snuggled up together in one of the twin beds in their room as they made out. It was 
a tight fit but they were willing to make it work. A little short of breath, they were gasping as they removed 
each other's clothes. Richie smelled so good, a combination of beach and ocean and salt. They had opened up 
the window and a gentle breeze was blowing into the room. Jon was a bit caught up in the romance of the 
situation, he was all tingly. He began to stroke Richie intently, all ready for the lovemaking portion of the night 
to begin. "Oh, Richiiiiiieeeeee," he whispered seductively, licking his ear. 


Richie was thinking about the conversation at dinner. "When you join the Marines, will we have to break up?" he 


asked softly. 


Jon turned his head. "Richie, that's almost two years from now. We might not even still be together then. You'll 
get tired of my snoring.’ 


Richie let go of Jon and rolled over onto his back, slightly perturbed. That wasn't what he wanted to hear. "No 


| won't," he said with obvious annoyance. 


Instantly missing Richie's embrace, Jon rolled over toward him. "l'm sorry. | shouldn't have said that. | want us 


to be together in two years," Jon soothed. 
Richie looked up. "You do?" 


"Of course | do! | love you." He took Richie back into his arms and kissed him sweetly on the lips. "Its just such 


a long time from now. | mean l'm glad we're together now." 
"You're right," Richie sighed. "Me too. | just- | love you so much," he confessed with tears in his eyes. 


"Oh Richie," Jon kissed him on the lips again and rolled over so that his back was to him. "Then make love to 


me," he whispered. 


Jon's words sent a shiver through Richie's body. He ran his hand down Jon's back and cupped his ass. He 
couldn't resist when Jon offered himself up in this way. "Oh, baby." He moved Jon's hair away from the back 
of his neck with his other hand and kissed him there. 


"That's nice," Jon sighed. He reached under his pillow, grabbed the tube of lube and pressed it into Richie's 
upper arm, excitedly anticipating the ultimate pleasure that was Richie inside him. "Take me," he whispered. 
Richie gulped and spread some lube onto his throbbing erection before getting Jon ready with his fingers. Jon 


turned his head and Richie bent down and kissed him as he moved his fingers in and out until his lover was 


"Shhh," Richie whispered against Jon's ear, gently reminding him that they had to keep it quiet. His heart was 


beating so fast as he slowly entered Jon, giving him a moment to adjust before he started gently thrusting. All 
of Richie's nerve endings came alive as he held Jon tightly around his slim waist, holding him close as he made 


love to him. "Ahh, Jon," he whimpered softly. 


"Ahh- Rich-" Jon breathed. "I love- this- | love- doing it this way." He felt the heat pulsing through his entire 
body as he clutched the pillow in front of him. "Keep going," he encouraged. 


No one was shocked when Jon revealed that he preferred to bottom. In fact David would have bet money on it. 
"The pretty ones always like it on the bottom," he had said. But Jon was learning to ignore David's comments 


about his sex life. All he cared about was how Richie made him feel. 


"You feel so good, baby," Richie gushed, caught up in the intense sensations pulsing through him. He rolled Jon 
over onto his stomach and moved on top of him, planting his knees on the bed on either side of Jon's hips for 
leverage. He started thrusting harder and faster, pressing his face into Jon's back as he felt the beginning of 


his orgasm. 


Jon's position on his stomach was causing his dick to rub between his stomach and the bed and he could feel 
his orgasm building fast. "Richie-" he panted, signaling he was near the end. As he clutched the sides of the 
mattress his body tensed and he came, spurting his hot liquid onto the bed. "Oh!" he breathed. 


Richie immediately recognized the deep breath and sigh that signaled Jon's release. It thrilled him to no end 
being such an important part of his boyfriend's pleasure. He couldn't hold back any longer. His body sliding 
against Jon's, he came with a soft cry. He managed to hold himself up on shaky arms so he wouldn't totally 
collapse onto Jon. "That- was- incredible," he managed to say between gasps. "You're incredible." He brushed 
back the damp hair that had fallen into his eyes, longing to someday be with Jon where they wouldn't have to 
be quiet. He always wanted to be loud, to scream out at the top of his lungs. 


Jon reached back and tapped Richie's hip three times; it had become Jon's signal for when he wanted Richie to 
pull out. He did and then rolled off of Jon, settling next to him and rubbing his hand in circles over the small of 
his back. It always seemed to ease the dull ache of penetration for Jon. "Everything okay?" Richie lovingly asked 
before leaning down to Jon's flushed face and kissing his lips gently. 


"That was amazing, baby." Jon just laid limply on his stomach, still breathing hard, the side of his face pressed 
into the pillow. He could feel the cum on the bed, soaking into the sheets, creating a big sticky mess but he 
didn't care because it was so satisfying, so amazing. It thrilled him so much when Richie loved him in this 
physical way. "Tomorrow we should do it on the beach, Rich. I've always wanted to have sex on the beach." Jon 


revealed to his lover after he caught his breath. 


Richie smiled between trailing hot kisses down Jon's back. He had been fantasizing about the same thing. 


"Whatever you want.” 


A Lot of Time in Bed 


Jon woke up and reached out for Richie before realizing he was in the other bed. He went over to his lover 
and gently stroked his cheek. He looked so sexy with the moonlight shining on his face and bare chest and the 
bed sheet only pulled up to his hips. There was a slight smile on his face. Dreaming about me? Jon thought. The 
incredible sex we just had? "Woke up, Richie," he said slightly louder than a whisper. 

"Huh? What?" Richie blinked. "What is it?" 


Jon pouted. "Why are you over here? Not with me?" He thought he might still be miffed about what he had 


said earlier. 


Richie rolled over. "You were in the middle of the bed, Jon | tried to lie next to you but | couldn't hang on 


There wasn't enough room." 

"Oh. Sorry." Jon paused, looking at Richie expectantly. 

Obviously, no words were necessary. Richie scooted over. "Well, come here." He patted the bed beside him and 
Jon eagerly climbed in He turned around and Richie spooned him, running his hand up and down through Jon's 


chest hair. "These beds are so damn small," he commented just before he went back to sleep. 


İt isnt so bad, Jon thought. This way they got to snuggle closer together. He put his hand on top of Richie's and 


went to sleep too. 

That was how Richie's mom found them in the morning, asleep and spooning together in one bed with the sheet 
pulled up to their waists. She had to admit it was actually a sweet scene. Richie seemed really happy and 
relaxed since Jon had come into their lives. 

She went over to the bed and tapped her son on the shoulder. "Sweetie, I'm making pancakes when you get up." 
Richie turned his head. "Thanks mom," he yawned. "In a minute." 


She left the room and closed the door behind her. 


Richie turned back around and nuzzled Jon's neck. His stomach flipped. "Shit!" Richie exclaimed, realizing what his 
mom had just seen. 


"What's wrong, sweetie?" Jon shrilled. 
"Shut up! My mom just saw us in bed together!" Richie's face turned bright red with embarrassment. 


‘Oh, right." Jon turned around. "She seemed okay.” 


"That's true," Richie realized. 


"Don't worry about it," Jon soothed. "H's not like she saw us fucking.” He rolled over onto his back. "You know | 


could eat some pancakes." 


They got up and dressed and then headed to the kitchen. 


A Beach Blanket and a Bottle of Wine 


"We're going for a walk before it gets completely dark." Richie grabbed a towel and flung it over his shoulder 
before he and Jon headed out the back door. 


"Okay," Richie's mom said. 
They walked off the deck and along the beach for a while. The sun was about to set but the air was still 
pleasantly warm. When Richie determined that they were far enough away, he took Jon's hand in his and 


squeezed it tightly. He noticed it was shaking slightly so he ran his thumb over it in a soothing manner. 


It was such a simple gesture but the sweetness of it made Jon smile like an idiot. He was so glad he had this 


time alone with Richie, someone he loved so much. "I love you," Jon said spontaneously. 
This made Richie squeeze Jon's hand even tighter. "I love you, too." 


"It was killing me today," Jon confessed. "I mean, | like your parents, but when we were on the beach, watching 


you in the water, | wanted to kiss you and touch you so bad." 


They stopped walking and Richie looked around. There was no one else on this stretch of beach. "We're alone 


now. You can kiss me now," he said, moving his arms around Jon's shoulders. 
Jon moved his arms around Richie's waist. "Oh, yeah," he giggled as Richie leaned closer. 
Their lips met in a sweet kiss then they hugged each other tightly. 


Jon opened his eyes and looked over Richie's shoulder. The sky was streaked with brilliant pinks, oranges, and 
purples. "The sunset is really beautiful” 


Richie looked at the sky and then at Jon. "H's not as beautiful as you," he whispered. 


Jon blushed deeply. "Ah, baby." They kissed again, their mouths melting together. Jon trembled as Richie 
removed his t-shirt and shorts then took off his own clothes. They threw the clothes and towel away from 
the water and Richie took Jon's hand again and walked him over to the wet sand. Without needing to be asked 
Jon laid down on his back, looking up at his lover with lust-filled eyes. 


Richie straddled Jon's knees and let his gaze linger over Jon's slender body. He looked appreciatively at his long 
neck, his hairy chest, his sexy hips and thighs, and his hardening cock lifting up under Richie's gaze. Jon really 
put the sunset to shame. 


Jon realized what Richie was doing and blushed again "Richie-" He wanted to cover his face but his wrists 


were pinned down in the sand by Richie's hands. He turned his head to look away. 


"We're always in such a hurry," Richie explained. "| never get to just look at you." 
"You can touch as you look," Jon suggested, flattered and turned on by Richie's worship of his body. 


Richie sighed as he moved his hands up Jon's arms and over his shoulders. Jon shivered, his heart pounding 
hard as Richie rubbed his thumbs slowly over his nipples. Jon thought he might die from Richie's exquisite 
touching in combination with the romantic atmosphere: the salty air, the cool soothing breeze, the sound of 
the waves lapping gently against the shore. Richie really knew how to fulfill an ultimate fantasy. He then moved 
his hands down Jon's hips causing him to laugh breathlessly. He still thought it was cute that Jon was ticklish 
there. 


The laughter was at the perfect moment for Jon and it made Richie look back up at his face and smile. "Richie, 
this is-" Jon couldn't think of the word he wanted. 


"Perfect?" Richie suggested, stroking his hands dangerously close to Jon's now aching cock 
Jon grinned. "Yes." He looked up into Richie's sparkling eyes. "Kiss me. Please." 


Richie leaned down on top of Jon, supporting himself with his arms. He made sure that their cocks rubbed fully 
against each other as their mouths fused together in an all-consuming kiss. Jon wrapped his arms around 
Richie's neck and kissed him like he never kissed him before. Jon was doing things with his tongue that Richie 
hadn't even known were possible. They had to stop to take a breath. "Oh, wow," Richie breathed. 


Jon was already two seconds away from coming. His legs trembled as Richie lifted them up and spread his 
thighs apart. He was about to insert a finger when Jon stopped him. "Rich, I'll come," Jon warned, throwing his 


head back. "Get inside me." 


As quickly as he could, Richie got himself into position and spread his dripping precum over his throbbing 
erection. Jon took Richie's hips and pulled him forward, impaling himself on Richie's cock. "Ahh, fuck," Richie 


sighed, feeling Jon's heat and excitement. 

"Yes! Please-" Jon begged as they started moving together in a fast intense rhythm. They kissed again as 
Richie rubbed his thumb over Jon's balls. That was all it took. It was the best orgasm Jon had ever had. It was 
the most cum Richie had ever seen shoot out of him. 

Jon pulled Richie's head back down for another hot kiss. He did that impossible thing with his tongue again and 
Richie came hard and deep inside him with a growl. He lay limply on top of Jon for several minutes. His heart 
was still pounding in his ears and Jon's inner muscles were still hugging his cock. 


Jon's face was still flushed. "| never knew- it could be- this good," Jon sighed, still breathing heavily. 


Richie still couldnt talk. "Mmmm" was all he could manage. 


"Yeah," Jon softly breathed, rubbing circles over Richie's back 


After about twenty minutes, Richie finally lifted his head off of Jon's shoulder. "I could lie here with you like 


this forever, but we have to-" 

"| know." 

Richie ran his fingers through Jon's hair. "You have sand in your hair," he laughed. 
| have sand in my crack," Jon revealed. 

Richie laughed harder. "Let's go for a swim, lover." 

Jon laughed too. "Ahh! | love it when you call me ‘lover! 

They chased each other into the water, still laughing and holding hands. 


FKE 


Affer returning to the house, they went to bed and cuddled under the covers and talked some more before 
they kissed and made love. And afterwards, as Jon began to drift off to sleep, Richie gently ran a finger over 
his cheek. 


"Jonny, if you wake up in the middle of the night and l'm in the other bed, its not because | don't want to 

sleep with you, its just that | need more room." Richie said this, thinking about last night when Jon freaked 
out, came over to his bed and woke him up. "I still love you, okay?" Richie kissed Jon's cheek gently. 

Jon couldn't think anything else after the time they spent tonight on the beach and the fantastic round of 
lovemaking in the bed just now. "I know," Jon whispered. "I know you love me, Richie" A warm fuzzy feeling 

spread through Jon's chest. He snuggled up closer to his boyfriend. 

"Good night, baby," Richie whispered with love. 

"Richie?" 

"Yeah?" 


"| love you, too." 


That\'s What The Water Made Me 


Jon was in the pool on a raft dozing lightly. He'd never been so relaxed. Richie was sitting on the edge with his 
legs dangling in the water. Wearing a pair of dark sunglasses, he leaned back on his hands and watched Jon drift 
around the pool. God, he was beautiful. The sun was shining off his hair and naked chest and Richie could feel 
his cock starting to respond. Thank goodness for loose fitting swim trunks. 


Richie's father came out of the house. "We're going to go out. We'll be back for dinner." He looked at Jon. "Is he 


asleep?" 
"| think so," Richie said. 
"He's slept a lot this weekend. He needed this vacation more that us. Why's that?" 


Well, Dad, Richie thought. We dont get that much sleep at night because we stay up late kissing and having 
fantastic sex. Richie quickly thought up something else. "He's been working a lot lately." 


"Oh. Where does he work?" 

"At a recording studio in the city," Richie said. 

| see" 

Richie's mom came out onto the deck. "I brought you boys some lemonade." She set a tray down on the table. 
"Thanks, Mom," Richie said. 

"Thanks, Mrs. Sambora,” Jon said upon waking. 

"We'll be gone for the afternoon. See you boys later." 


"Okay. Bye." Yes! Richie thought. They were alone again. He started to think about what they could do all 
afternoon, all alone, with the house to themselves. He almost started drooling at the thought. 


Jon looked over at Richie, surprised to find him staring at him. He was almost leering. "Richie?" 


Richie snapped out of his trance, slid into the pool and swam over to Jon "We're alone," he whispered 
seductively. There was a splash and a yelp as he pulled Jon off of the raft and into a deep kiss. 


"Richie," Jon giggled. "I've never seen you so- horny- ohhhhh!" He gasped as Richie ran his hand down his chest 


and stomach. 


"Well, what do you except?" Richie teased. "You're laying around half naked-" They kissed again. 


"Well, l'm in the pool! What should | be wearing?" Jon laughed. "But since you brought it up, these shorts are 
so- confining," Jon said, smiling slyly. "| have to take them off." 


Before Jon could, Richie went underwater and pulled them down Jon's legs. He slipped them out from under 
Jon's feet and Richie came back up for air. He took off his own swim trunks and tossed both pairs onto the 
deck and went back underwater. Grasping the back of Jon's thighs he blew bubbles near Jon's exposed cock 
"Oh! God! That feels so good!" Jon sucked in his breath. It was like a million fingers tickling his dick. He almost 
immediately became hard. He grabbed Richie's head, pulled him up out of the water and kissed him hard on the 
lips. 


Richie broke the kiss and went back underwater. He grabbed the backs of Jon's thighs again and touched his 


mouth to Jon's excited cock. 
"Oh my god!" Jon instinctively grabbed Richie's head. 


Encouraged by this, Richie opened his mouth and managed to get it around Jon's aroused cock. He sucked on it 


as best as he could, trying not to get water up his nose. 

"Are you kidding me?" Jon yelled out in delight. 

Richie came back up for air. 

"You're crazy!" Jon looked at him with wild eyes. "You're- l- underwater!" 

"l enjoy a challenge," Richie smirked. 

Jon shook his head. "Crazy." 

"You like it," Richie sighed, taking Jon's dick in his hand, squeezing and stroking it. 

"Oh, | like that," he agreed. 

They kissed fervently in the water, hands roaming over wet slippery skin 

Jon jerked suddenly, pushing Richie's hand away. "Fuck, | almost came in the pool," he explained. 
Richie never let go of Jon's cock as he maneuvered them back towards the steps leading into the pool. He 


picked Jon up by the ass and placed him on the top step so that his dick was just out of the water. "I'll make 


you come. Just lean back and relax," Richie soothed. 


Jon was a little light-headed. "What are you doing, man?" His nerves caught on fire when his lover took his 


erection into his mouth again. "Oh my god," he moaned. 


Intense pleasure surged through his body as Richie licked and sucked. Richie gripped his hips as he moved back 
and forth on his lover's cock, relishing in Jon's sighs and moans. He tasted so fresh and clean Richie wanted to 


devour him. 


"Oh, fuck," Jon whimpered. He started jerking, moving his hands to the sides of Richie's head and pulling him in. 
"Keep going. Please!" 


Richie laughed around Jon's cock. The vibrations caused Jon a full body shudder. He continued moaning and 
groaning. Richie had to admit that this was easier out of the water. After Jon's body stiffened, he came with 
a loud cry and Richie moved his arms around his shaking body as he lowered Jon to the third step. "That was 
wonderful," Richie sighed. 


Jon's whole body was a pile of jelly. The cool water felt like heaven around his still pulsing dick. He could stil 
feel his orgasm everywhere, even in his fingers. His heartbeat was roaring in his ears. 


"| wanna fuck, Jon," Richie breathed, pulling back and raising Jon's legs. "Right here, right now." 
"Oh, go for it," Jon rested his head back on the concrete. 


Not needing anymore encouragement, Richie took his own dick in his hand and pressed it to Jon's opening. The 
blonde was loose and relaxed from all the sex they'd been having over the weekend, so Richie slid in easily. He 


groaned as he felt Jon's legs wrap around his waist so he started thrusting. 


Water splashing around them and onto the deck, they moved together frantically. The hot sun beat down on 
Richie's back as he covered Jon's body. "Feels, great, Rich," Jon encouragingly whispered into his lover's ear 


before playfully biting it. 


"Fuck," Richie sighed as he raised Jon up so that he was straddling his lap. His blond hair sparkled gold in the 
bright sunlight. Richie grabbed a handful of it as they kissed and kissed and kissed. Richie's orgasm raced 
through his lower body as he expelled his hot liquid into Jon's receptive body, coating him deep inside. Holding 
his lover tightly, he twitched with the wonderful aftershocks. 


They stayed in the water for several minutes, breathing each other in As they relaxed, Jon slowly became 


conscious of their surroundings. "| hope nobody saw us. Or heard us," he added. 


"Then let's dry off and go inside," Richie said. "Where we can be loud” 


Afternoon Delight 


They got out of the pool and grabbed some towels. Jon rubbed his towel over his wet hair, shivering slightly. 
Richie finished drying himself off, brought his towel up around his waist, scooted up to Jon and wrapped the 
towel around both of them, creating an intimate cocoon. Standing so close together, their dicks touched as 
Richie kissed Jon gently. 

"Your hands are trembling." Richie brought Jon's hand up to his face and kissed his palm. 


Jon blushed. "I'm still feeling my orgasm. It was incredible-" Jon trailed off. "Aren't you?" Jon tried to take the 
focus off of him. 


Richie paused. "I do still have the warm feeling all up in my chest” 
"You mean here?" Jon placed his warm lips in the middle of Richie's chest and licked. 


"Yeah," Richie breathed, closing his eyes as the roller coaster started. "Let's get inside-" Richie managed to 
say. "| already want to fuck again" He stroked Jon's ass. 


They barely got fully dried off and through the door before they fell onto one of the beds, kissing and 


caressing. "Ahh," Jon moaned loudly. "That's so nice." 


Jon's skin was still cool to the touch from the pool and smelled and tasted like chlorine. Richie licked him all 
over, out of his mind with lust. Jon giggled uncontrollably when Richie tongue slid over his ticklish spots. 


This was so luxurious, making love in the afternoon It was different seeing Jon's body in the daylight. They 
were always in the dim light of the basement, but in the natural sunlight Jon's body looked awesome. 


Jon thoroughly licked Richie's mouth. "| want you so bad," he purred. 
"Oh wow," Richie breathed. 

"I know," Jon sighed. 

"Mmm. Kissing you is amazing.” 


Jon smiled and pulled Richie's head down for another kiss, moving his body intently against his. "Mmm, I've 
missed this," Jon murmured. 


"What?" 


"This. Rubbing our dicks together until we both come. We used to do this all the time until we- ahh-" Jon 


closed his eyes. 

"Started having sex," Richie finished. "That's true," he realized. 

"| like this as much as sex," Jon confessed. 

"We can do it all. We have all afternoon" Richie pressed back firmly against Jon, enjoying the friction. 


"Ahhhh!" Jon sighed, appreciating the fact that he didn't have to stifle his moans. "Harder, harder," he 
encouraged, holding Richie's hips and thrusting up. 


Richie gripped the edges of the mattress and thrust down hard against Jon. His chest flushed and the 
mattress squeaked. 


"Mmm, yeah," Jon whimpered. "Yeah- yeah- yeah-" he chanted in time with Richie's thrusts. 


Much like their first time in Richie's basement, they both came fast and hard, covered in sweat, their bodies 


sliding together. Now they were experienced and coordinated enough to come at the same time. 
"Jon" 

"Rich!" Jon screamed simultaneously. 

"Yeah- Ive forgotten- how good- that is." Richie lay limply on top of Jon, enjoying the afterglow. 
"We should- do this- more often" 


Richie looked up at his lover. "Do you-" he trailed off, a little embarrassed. "Are you like me? Do you want to 


have sex- you know- all the time?" 

Jon thought about it. "Well, yeah," he admitted. 

Richie relaxed and kissed his chest. 

"Speaking of sex," Jon rolled them over so he was on Top. 

"What are you doing?" Richie laughed. 

| want to-" Jon said breathlessly. "I want to ride you." 

"Oh god!" Richie gulped, almost instantly becoming hard. Jon stroked his cock enthusiastically. Richie couldn't 


believe he was going to be ready again so fast. Actually he could believe it. Sometimes all he had to do was 
look at Jon and he got hard. 


"Give me the lube, Rich," Jon said excitedly. "You're ready!" 
"Always," Richie leaned back and sighed as Jon slicked him up. 


Jon got himself into position and lowered himself down onto Richie, his slippery cock sliding in easily. "Oh yeah," 
Jon groaned. It was getting easier and easier for him to take Richie's big cock. He arched and tilted his head 
back as he began to move. "This feels so fucking good, Rich." He tilted until Richie hit his special spot, speeding 


up his movements. 


‘Mmm, fuck yes!" Richie encouraged, as Jon's heat and tightness closed in around him. He was on fire: his 


heart was beating rapidly, his sweat was soaking the sheets, and he was flushed all over. 
"Look at me, Rich," Jon said with wide wild eyes. 


Richie didn't know if it was Jon looking at him, how he was running his hands over his heaving chest and 
stomach, or the fact that he was taking charge, but Richie felt his orgasm approaching fast. "Baby- l'm- oh 
fuck!" He quickly grabbed his lover's gyrating hips and held him still while he shot his hot liquid deep into him. 


Jon stopped and steadied himself, leaning forward with his hands on the bed. "Wow." 


"''m- sorry- it- just- snuck- up- on- me-" Richie panted. "You- didn’t-" He stopped to catch his breath. He 


looked down at Jon's very erect cock, still hot and hard. 
‘Its okay, baby. l'm glad you enjoyed that," Jon giggled. 


Richie let out a long breath and placed a second pillow behind his head. "Come here," he motioned with his 
hands. "Scoot up to my mouth." 


It was Jon's turn to gulp. Richie pulled him onto his chest and took his now dripping erection into his hot 


mouth. 


"Ohl Fuck! God! Yesssssssssssssssssssss-" Jon hissed as Richie slowly sucked. Jon grabbed hold of the 
headboard as his eyes rolled back in his head. Richie held tightly onto Jon's ass as he seductively licked along 
Jon's length. "This feels even better," Jon managed to say. “But I'm not going to last much longer-" he 


squeaked. 


Richie fondled Jon's balls with one hand and sucked harder. Jon shook violently as he came deep in Richie's 
welcoming throat. "Oh, mmmmmm." Richie held Jon in his mouth until he softened, savoring the taste and the 


feeling of his lover. "You're- incredible- Rich" Jon rested his head on top of the headboard, trying to recover. 


He gently withdrew himself from Richie's mouth and they both stretched out on the bed with their arms 


around each other. "I think | actually need to rest for a minute," Richie laughed. 


"You mean | finally wore you out?" Jon laughed back. "I never thought I'd see the day-" 


"Shut up and kiss me," Richie interrupted before their lips met. 


Y's Alright 


"Quick We have to make this place look like we did not spend the entire afternoon in bed." Richie jumped out of 


bed, somewhat unsuccessfully untangling himself from the sheet. 

After a few more rounds of blissfully uninhibited lovemaking and a much-needed shower, it had turned into 
late afternoon. Jon still had a goofy, satisfied smile on his face. "Right," he nodded. He got up and helped Richie 
put the bed back into some sort of order, neat but not too neat. 

"One: Get our discarded swim trunks from outside," Richie started. They made their way out onto the deck 
"Good," Jon said as he put his shorts back on. 

"Two. Drink the lemonade," Richie continued. 

"Yum," Jon gulped. "It's good!" 

"That's great. Three: Find and hide the lube." They went back inside into their bedroom. 


"Every gay man's best friend,’ Jon grinned as he shoved the tube into his bag. 


"That's good. You should be working in advertising," Richie teased. "They'll be back any minute. We should 
probably put shirts on" 


"Oh right" 

"Three: Hang up the wet beach towels." 

"| already hung up the towels. And isn't that number four? Putting on shirts was number three." Jon was 
surprised he could count correctly. He was still a little light-headed from their long steamy shower together 
just now. 


"Whatever. When did you hang up the towels?" 


"When you were getting the shower ready. If | leave a wet towel lying around, | know your mom will never me 


invite me along again." 
Richie smiled. "You're probably right." 
"Relax, Rich. Everything is under control." Jon hugged him from behind. 


Richie let out a breath and leaned back against Jon. "Yeah, you're right" 


NII Be Your Dirty Little Secret 


Jon sighed heavily as he lay awake in his own bed at home. It was really late into the night and he was having 
trouble sleeping. Sleeping alone. After three nights in a row of sleeping with Richie, sleeping alone was such a let 
down. He thought about how he loved being in bed with Richie. He wished he could sleep with Richie more often, 
like all the time. Boy, you've got it bad, he thought to himself. 


He never thought he would fall in love so hard. He never thought he would be attracted to a tall, dark and 
handsome guy. He never thought that he would like his lover to be so gentle in bed, to enjoy kissing and 
cuddling all night or a blowjob that lasted an hour. But being with Richie made him feel so good. And when he 


was in bed with Richie, every part of him came alive. 


The house was quiet since everyone else was asleep. Jon threw off his covers and got up to lock his bedroom 
door. He started to take off his pajamas, his heart beating excitedly at the thought of what he was about to 
do. After stripping down naked, he flopped onto the bed on his back with his legs sprawled out and thought 
about his precious Richie. Fantasizing about some of the amazing sex they had this past weekend, he closed his 


eyes and began pleasuring himself. 


He moved his hand up and down over his stiffening penis, stopping occasionally to rub his thumb over the 
smooth tip like Richie did. Richie. Ahh, Richie. He imagined his lover lying on top of him, softly murmuring words 
of love in his ear. Richie often told Jon how beautiful he thought he was; Jon always pretended to be 


embarrassed but secretly loved it. 


"Richie," Jon whispered out loud as he continued pleasuring himself. He ran his other hand through his 
disheveled hair, down his warm neck and heaving chest and over his trembling stomach, imagining it was 
Richie's eager hand. He visualized Richie playfully biting his shoulder, Richie softly licking his neck, Richie 
tenderly kissing his chin, Richie passionately kissing his mouth. Jon lingered on that particular thought for a 
while. He loved the way Richie kissed him, forceful yet soft at the same time. Especially at the beginning of 
their special relationship, when they were both apprehensive about going all the way, he and Richie would kiss 


for hours at a time and it was always amazing. 


"Rich," Jon whispered out loud again. He was close to the end; his body was tensing and his breath was coming 
in short hard pants. He grabbed his other pillow and hugged it tightly to his chest, pretending he was pressed 
up against Richie's chest. Moving his hand faster and faster, his head and shoulders lifted up off the bed as 
he came with a soft moan. "Rich!" he hissed softly as he continued to move his hand over his softening dick 
He eventually lost his erection, leaned back down on the bed and opened his eyes. After catching his breath, he 
smiled to himself and rolled over onto his side. He continued to hug his pillow, wishing it were his lover 


snuggling to him as he went to sleep. 


Across town in his own bedroom, Richie was doing the same thing. 


Real Life 


"So how was your long weekend with Richie?" David asked at school the next morning. 
"Awesome!" Jon smiled broadly, still thinking of the fantastic time they had. 
"What did you do?" 


"You know, went to the beach, went swimming, stuff like that." We also had an incredible amount of sex, Jon 


thought, smiling again. "It was really fun" 

"Did you two manage to have sex, you know, with his parents in the house?" David raised his eyebrows. 
Jon balked. For some reason he didn't want to talk about this with David. 

"Can you two do it quietly?" he teased. "Without you screaming out, ‘Oh, Richie! really loudly?" 

Jon sighed. "David-" He shook his head. 


"IFs just that- you've never slept with anyone before. What's making you sleep with Richie?" David asked 


seriously. 

Jon shrugged. "It just feels different with Richie." 

"What feels different?" 

"Everything. Everything | feel with Richie is different. You know? Better," Jon decided 

"| see. So you love him" 

"Well, yeah!" Jon was getting annoyed. What did he care? 

"That's nice, | mean- Yeah. You love him and he loves you," David said in a low voice. "That's great." 
"What's great?" Richie asked, coming over to where they were standing. 

"Your weekend with Jon," David recovered. 


"Yeah!" Richie grinned. "We had a great time!" He put his arm around Jon's waist. "Didn't we, baby?" He leaned in 


for his good morning kiss. 


Jon gave him a quick peck on the lips and then nodded. 


Baby? David thought. 


| missed you last night," Richie whispered into Jon's ear before licking it. Jon almost forgot that David was still 
there. 


‘lm going to go find the others," David said quickly. "I'll see you guys later." 


"Bye," Richie said cheerfully, before turning back to Jon and backing him up against his locker. "Hi," he said to 
Jon, smiling happily. 


"Good morning," Jon grinned back, placing his arms around Richie's waist. 


"Now that we're more alone, how about a real kiss?" Richie leaned into Jon and they kissed for a few moments 
until the bell rang. 


"Argh-" Richie groaned. "I'll see you later." They separated and went to their classes. 


The Price of Love 


‘Mmm, yeah," Richie sighed, pulling out of Jon and rolling off of him. "That was fantastic as always." He pulled 
the blanket up over them and snuggled his face next to Jon's cheek, expecting him to fall asleep like he usually 
did after they made love. 

But Jon didn't fall asleep. He lay on his back, staring at the basement ceiling with a faraway look in his eyes. 
"You seem somewhere else," Richie observed. "What's wrong, Jonny?" 


Jon closed his eyes and sighed. 


Richie was slightly worried. "Did | do something- Fuck, did | hurt you anywhere?" He moved his hand down to 


Jon's stomach and rubbed it soothingly. Sometimes he got overly excited while making love to Jon and he- 
"No!" Jon answered quickly. "It's nothing like that. You were perfect. You felt amazing.” 

Breathing a massive sigh of relief, Richie asked, "Then was is it?" He pulled the sheet up over their heads and 
tucked it behind the sofa, creating a tent over them. "Step into my office," he said, gently resting his hand on 


Jon's arm. 


Jon rolled over onto his side to face his lover. "Its David He's bothering me. He's been acting weird ever since 


you and l- you know- got together.” 


"| don't know about weird, but definitely nosy," Richie agreed. "I don't how many times he's asked me 
uncomfortably specific questions about the details of going to bed with you," Richie revealed. 


Jon felt himself blush. "Are you serious?" he groaned. 
"Yes!" 
"What do you say?" 


"Nothing. | just shrug it off. I'm hoping he'll lose interest. Why does he care anyway? Does he think l'm 
mistreating you in bed? Maybe | should lay off the rough stuff-" 


Jon blushed a little. "No, it's because I've never-" Jon trailed off, a little embarrassed. 
"You've never what?" Richie's interest was peaked. 


'|-" Jon stopped. 


"Hey, you can tell me." Richie was surprised at this, Jon didn't usually have trouble telling him stuff. "You can 


tell me anything" He moved his arm around Jon's shoulder 

"Ive never- I've never slept with anyone before," Jon admitted, covering his red face with his hands. 
Richie smiled. "Really?" He was more than a little surprised "A gorgeous guy like you? Why not?" he asked 
"It just-" Jon sighed. "It never- felt right before” Jon locked back up. "Before | met you" He smiled shyly 


"Aw, come here." Richie pulled Jon into a loving embrace, practically glowing with the impact of Jon's revelation 


"| love you so much," he whispered into his ear. 

"Oh, Rich." Jon let his body go limp in Richie's arms. "I love you, too." 

"So David knows | was your-" 

Jon frowned at the thought of David. "He thinks it's a big, momentous, noteworthy event that I've given it up 
to you. I'm surprised he hasn't taken out an announcement in the paper." There were tears in Jon's eyes now. 
He hadn't realized how upset he really was until now. But being with Richie and in his arms made him feel 
better. "| mean it was a big event," he recovered. He didn't want Richie to think that it wasn't. "It's just that it 


was our big event, not his." 


Richie wiped a tear away with his thumb. "It's going to be okay, baby." Trying to lighten the mood, he joked, 
"You think he wants to watch?" 


Jon's stomach turned. "Ugh! No!" he blurted out. 
"Baby, | was just kidding." He kissed Jon gently. "Seriously, | think he's acting this way because he likes you." 
"Well, we're friends-" 


"No, | mean | think he might- love you. And | think he's mad that | came along and stole you out from under 


him. 
Jon wrinkled his nose. "| was never under him." 

Richie chuckled at that visualization. "| mean- you know what | mean" 
"You think?" 

"Maybe." 


"A long time ago, when we were kids, we kissed once," Jon admitted. "He's never mentioned it" 


"Really?" 

‘Ive just never felt that way about him," Jon explained. "I didn't think he still-" 

"I know. | think he wishes that you did | think he wishes he made a move. Before-" 
"Before you made a move," Jon finished. 


"I didn't know | would be stepping on anybody's toes. | don't even remember making a move. | remember things 
just happening naturally." 


"Yeah," Jon sighed, remembering the beginning of their romantic relationship. They had no idea what they were 
doing. But now- 


‘Or maybe he just misses hanging out with you. We do spend a lot of time alone together. Maybe we should 
try to hang out with the guys more often," Richie tried to help. "Of course, I'd much rather be alone with 
you," Richie bit his ear playfully. 


"Me too," Jon sighed. "I just- | don't want to tell him everything. | don't need to tell him everything. I'm not 


ashamed or anything, it's just that- this is you and me. It's us. It doesn't need to involve anyone else." 
Richie hugged Jon tightly, running his hand along the small of his back. "| understand," he whispered. 
"You know what would make me feel better?" Jon asked softly. 

"Whatever you want, baby." Richie kissed Jon's hair. 

"Make love to me again" 


"| can do that." 


Something for the Pain 


Richie knocked on Jon's front door. He didn't have to wait long before the door opened. A kid that looked about 


five years old stood there and stared at him. "Who are you?" 

Richie wasn't prepared for this. "Richie. l'm- a friend of Jon's." 

‘I'm Matt. l'm Jon's brother," he said proudly. 

Richie didn't know how to respond. "That's great" 

Matt continued to stare. "Jon's sick He's in his room." 

Richie shifted his feet uncomfortably. "I know. | came by to- see him" 

"Oh. | guess you can come in" 

"Thanks." 

"Hello, Richie." Jon's mom intercepted him. "It's so nice of you to stop by. Jon's pretty miserable." 

So am | without him, Richie thought. The entire day at school had been so dull and lifeless without Jon there. 
He especially missed him at lunchtime. David had pointed out that he had hardly eaten which was highly 
unusual for Richie. He usually inhaled his lunch and half of Jon's. 

"What's wrong, Richie?" Tico had asked. 

"He misses his boyfriend," David teased. 


"Yes | do," Richie had sighed. "Anyone want the rest of my lunch? I'm not very hungry.’ 


This was serious. "Just go see him after school," Tico had suggested. "I'm sure he misses you too," he had 


added helpfully. 

So now he was standing in Jon's parents’ living room. 

"He's been whining and crying because we ran out of tissues. So | went out and got some," his dad joined the 
conversation. "Richie, I'm sure you're an entertaining guy and all, but I'll give you cash if you can get Jon to go 


to sleep." 


"Um, okay," Richie said, taking a box of Kleenex from Jon's father. "I'll do my best" 


"We gave him medicine to make him sleep, but he's still awake." 

Richie went up the stairs and knocked on Jon's bedroom door. "Go away!" he heard. 

He opened the door slowly. "Its me," he said poking his head in. "Jon?" 

Jon was in bed huddled under the covers on the far side of his dimly lit room. Only the bedside lamp was on 
and there was a trashcan full of used tissues. He opened his bleary eyes and saw his boyfriend standing in the 
doorway. Richie really was a sight for sore eyes. He perked up a little. "Richie-" he said weakly then rolled over 
suddenly. 

"Jon?" Richie repeated, carefully approaching the bed. "What's wrong?" 


Jon groaned. "l- | don't want you to see me like this," he whined. "I'm hideous!" 


Richie kneeled onto the mattress. "Jonny, you know | think you're gorgeous," Richie said softly. "Always." When 


Jon didn't turn around, he changed tactics. "| have Kleenex," he coaxed. 


"Oh," Jon mumbled, turning over. His nose was red, his eyes were puffy, his hair was a mess, and his face was 


paler than usual. But Richie thought he was beautiful anyway. 


He carefully got onto the bed and pulled Jon up into a loving embrace. "| missed you today," he smiled, happy 
just to be with him. 


| missed you, too," Jon sniffled It felt so good to be back in Richie's arms. Jon let his body go limp as Richie 
looked anxiously into his bloodshot eyes. He knew that look. "Don't kiss me, Richie. You'll get sick" 


"Are you kidding? After everything we've done in my basement, I'm covered with your germs," Richie chuckled. 
"What?" Jon blinked. He seemed a little out of it. 


"Never mind," Richie said. "I'm just going to give you a little kiss right here." With that, Richie planted a gentle 


kiss behind Jon's ear. The skin was warm and Richie let his lips linger there a while. 
"Rich?" 

"Yes?" 

"| need a Kleenex." 

‘Oh, sorry.” Richie pulled back and handed Jon a tissue. 


He blew his nose. "I'm glad you came by," he smiled for the first time that day. He blew his nose again. 


"Come here," Richie soothed. He moved to sit against the headboard and pulled Jon's head into his lap. "You'll 
feel better soon" He stroked his fingers through Jon's hair as he calmed down. "I like your parents. Your dad's 
a bit odd, but-" he trailed off, looking around Jon's bedroom. He realized he'd never been up here; they always 
hung out at his house. He took in the posters of Elvis Presley, Bruce Springsteen and Billy Joel, the acoustic 
guitar in the corner, and the Superman sheets on the bed. "I like your room," he said cheerfully. 


I'm glad you're here. | wish you could stay-" Jon yawned. "Forever-" He drifted off. 


Forever? Richie thought. It must have been the cough medicine talking. They had never discussed a lifetime 


commitment. Although Richie totally would- 

"Nrgh-" Jon snorted and sniffled, interrupting Richie's thoughts. 

Richie switched off the bedside lamp and stroked Jon's back as he went to sleep. Looking lovingly down at his 
boyfriend's peaceful sleeping face, he bent down and gently kissed his forehead and both of his cheeks. "I love 


you," he whispered more to himself, since he knew Jon was already asleep. 


After about twenty minutes, Jon's mom opened the door. "How's it going in here?" She looked at them, all 
snuggled up in Jon's bed. "Is he sleeping?" 


"Yeah," Richie whispered. 

"Then you should probably go now." 

Richie hesitated for a moment. "Okay." He tried not to sound disappointed. He held Jon's head as he slid out 
from underneath him and stood up. Knowing that he probably shouldn't in front of Jon's mom, he pulled the 
Superman comforter up over Jon and tucked him in. He had to stop himself from bending down and kissing his 
forehead. 

Jon's mom walked him down the stairs. "His father was just joking about the cash," she said. 

"| know." 

‘I'm sure Jon would like it if you came by tomorrow," she suggested. 

"Yeah, I'll come over after basketball practice, like at 4:30?" 


"Okay," she walked him to the door. "Have a good night, Richie." 


"You, too." 


NII Be There For You 


"What did | miss?" Jon took off his coat and sat down with his friends. 
‘Only most of the first half." David said. 


"Oh, | knew | would be late," Jon sighed. "Where is-" At that moment Jon spotted his tall gorgeous athletic 
boyfriend running down the court. He looked so sweaty and sexy. Jon's face lit up and he smiled dumbly. 


"And he's gone in his own universe,” Tico commented at Jon's faraway look. 

The buzzer sounded signifying the end of the first half. 

Richie was on his way to the locker room when he looked over to where his friends were sitting hoping to 
finally see Jon with them. "Ohl" He nearly jumped out of his skin upon spotting his short slender pretty 
boyfriend. He ran over to the sideline. "You're here!" he said excitedly. 


"Yeah!" Jon stood up and leaned over the railing to get to Richie. 


He almost pulled him over it with his enthusiasm. "I'm so glad you're here," Richie hugged him around his 


shoulders and leaned in close. 
"Sorry I'm late," Jon whispered back. "I was at work and-" 
‘Its okay," Richie whispered before giving his lips a soft kiss. 


Jon sort of melted into it. They whispered affectionate words to each other for a bit before Richie unlatched 


himself to go to the locker room. "Bye, Jon I'll see you after the game." 
"Okay," Jon smiled. 


"You two are getting- you know- more and more- public with your affection," David pointed out after Richie 


was gone. 


"Oh," Jon realized. For him the rest of the world just seemed to drop away when he and Richie were together. 


"Is it bothering you?" he asked. 
"| don't mind it," Tico said. "Look, Dave, cheerleaders." Tico tried to distract him. 
It worked. 


FEKE 


"Richie, where have you been?" the coach asked upon Richie's return to the locker room. 
"|" 

"He was saying ‘hi' to his boyfriend," one of the other players teased. 

Richie nodded. "Yes, | was." 


The coach looked at him for a second. "Whatever, we need to talk about our strategy for the second half-" 
the coach started. 


FRR K* 

"So that guy you were hugging on the sidelines?" another teammate asked. "Is he your- boyfriend?" 
Richie blushed a little. "Yes. Yes he is." 

"Dude, you know him. He's Jon Bongiovi. He's in our chemistry class," another boy said. 

"Uh, yeah." He turned his attention back to Richie. "So you like him. You like- guys?" 

Richie shrugged. "I've never thought about any other guys. | like Jon" 

"Oh. That's cool.” 

"So, do you two- kiss and stuff?" the other one asked. 

"Yes, we kiss," Richie said. "And stuff" The ‘And stuff is what | really enjoy, he wanted to say. 
"So you two-" 

"Do you really want to talk about this?" Richie interrupted 

"No, never mind" 

Richie went to get a towel 

36K KÆ 


"You know," Jon said, "Sex is always- better- after you've won a game," he panted, slightly out of breath. 


Richie really was a wild beast during their lovemaking just now. 


"It is?" Richie did think he put on excellent performances both on and off the court. 


"Oh yeah," Jon sighed. "Must be endorphins." He found he couldn't do anything except lie still and pant. "You look 
so sexy in your little basketball shorts running up and down the court," he added. "Sweaty and sexy." 


"Why thank you, sir. Nice of you to notice." Richie licked some perspiration off of Jon's neck. "The coach said | 
scored twice as many points in the second half than the first half." 


| wonder why," Jon said, still holding tightly onto his lover. 
"You know why," Richie whispered, now licking his ear. 

Jon kissed his shoulder. "I do?" 

"Jona" 

"What? Why?" Jon didn't get it. 


Richie rolled his eyes. "You're so cute. For the second half of the game | knew you-" Richie paused blushing 


slightly. "I knew you were there." 


Jon smiled. "Oh Richie." They kissed ardently then had another round of endorphin-fueled sex. 


Leave the Cold Outside 


‘Its a bit nippy out here,’ Jon stated, 

He was standing with Richie in the backyard, resting from a spirited snowball fight. It was already nighttime 
and there were a couple of inches of snow on the ground. Now that their breathing had slowed down, they 
were starting to feel the coldness again. 

"Then | guess I'll have to warm you up somehow," Richie grinned. He could see his breath as he spoke. 

They stepped closer together and put their arms around each other, leaning in so they could kiss. "Mmm," Jon 
sighed. Richie's hot mouth felt fantastic in the cold night air. He could feel himself warming up almost instantly 
as they made out. They kissed for a little while, lost in their own little world. 

"Let's go inside," Richie whispered against his cheek. "My toes are numb." 


"Yeah, we don't want any more of your parts going numb," Jon laughed. 


They shook the snow off of their coats, bursting inside with their cheeks all flushed and pink. Richie's mom 
was in the kitchen. 


‘| made you boys some hot chocolate," she said. "Have a seat and warm up." 

"That sounds great!" Jon shivered. "Do you have any marshmallows?" 

"Of course." 

"Mmm, this is delicious," Jon gushed. After taking a few sips, he took off his coat. "Thank you, Mrs. Sambora." 
"Are you boys finished fighting with each other out there?" Richie's mom teased. "It's freezing.” 

"Oh, well, yeah," Richie agreed. "| couldn't feel my fingers." His nose was still cold. 

They made small talk as Jon and Richie finished up their hot chocolate. 

"Let's go down to the basement," Richie said, putting down his empty mug. 

"Okay." 

"See you in the morning, Mom," Richie said before they headed downstairs. 


"Good night boys." 


"There's a Christmas tree down here," Jon stated, somewhat surprised. 

"Mom didn't want it dirtying up the living room so we set it up down here," Richie explained. 

"| like it” Jon smiled. 

"Wait until | turn the lights on," Richie said as he plugged in the Christmas tree lights. 

"Nice," Jon commented. 

"And turn off the overhead light," Richie continued. The room was bathed in semi-darkness with only the tree 
lights sparkling in different colors. It threw interesting shadows over the room. "Isn't this cool?" he smiled 
proudly. 

"Yeah," Jon agreed. 

"Come sit down," Richie motioned to the bed. "| want you to open your present,” he said excitedly. 

"Okay." He couldn't wait to see what his boyfriend had gotten him. He tore into the wrapping paper like a five- 
year-old. He unwrapped it to discover an Elvis record. An Elvis record he didn't have. "Oh, Richie, I've always 
wanted this one! Where did you find it?" 

"That used record store, the one that Hugh likes." Richie unconsciously scooted closer to Jon on the bed. 
"When did you go there?" Jon asked. 

"One afternoon when you were at work." 

"Without me? | would've gone." Jon pouted slightly. 


"Have could | have bought you a present if you were with me?" Richie said. 


"Oh yeah," Jon realized. "Well, | love it!" He lovingly ran a hand over it. "And | love you," he whispered, leaning in 


for a kiss. "Now youl" He handed Richie his present. 
Richie excitedly opened it. "It's a cassette." He looked at Jon slightly confused. "What is it?" 
"Listen to it," Jon explained, grinning from ear to ear. 


Richie got up and rummaged through some of his stuff until he found his Walkman. He put the tape in and slid 
on the headphones. He listened for a few seconds and then hit the stop button "Is that you? Singing?" 


Jon nodded. 

"Did you write this?" Richie asked with wonder. 

Jon nodded again. "| recorded it at the studio one day after everyone left-" Jon blushed "Just for you." 

"Oh Jon!" Richie was almost in tears. He pushed "play" again and listened to the rest. It was the most beautiful 
love song he'd ever heard. "l- It's- Jon-" Richie was at a loss for what to say. No one had ever written a song 
for him before. 

‘| meant every word." Jon took his hand and held it tight. 

‘Its beautiful" Richie's eyes filled with tears. "I love it!" 

"I love you!" Jon said for the second time that night. They leaned back down onto the bed with their arms 
around each other and kissed. "And now I'll give you the second part of your present,” Jon whispered as he 
began unbuttoning Richie's shirt. Richie laid down, moving around just enough to allow his boyfriend to remove 
the rest of his clothes. "You like this, don't you?" 

"Yes, | could get used to it," Richie grinned. 

Goosebumps rose up all over Richie's bare skin; the heat in the basement wasn't the best. "It's freezing," he 
decided so he got under the covers. He stretched out, making himself comfortable, and feeling his penis twitch 
as he watched Jon undress. He slowly ran a finger up and down his thickening dick. His breath became faster 


as each article of Jon's clothing came off exposing more of his delicious body. 


Jon must have noticed the movement of the blankets. "Rich, are you touching yourself while you watch me 


undress?" 
Richie smiled guiltily. "Maybe." 
"That's kind of sexy," Jon admitted as he finally achieved full nudity. 


"You're so beautiful, baby," Richie whispered as he reached out with his free hand and ran it gently along Jon's 
bare hip. 


Despite the dim lighting, Richie could see Jon blush and smile. He rubbed some lube onto his thickening penis, 
making Richie's mouth go dry. "It is cold in here." Jon shivered and then crawled under the comforter with his 
lover, adjusting the covers around them. 


Richie put his hand on his lover's chest. "Baby, are you warm enough?" he asked. 


Jon rolled over on top of Richie and kissed him. "I will be," he said, pressing his body to his and moving his hips 


so that their cocks rubbed together. 


"Oh god, Jon," Richie sighed, pulling Jon's head down for a long deep passionate kiss. He moved one hand to the 
back of Jon's head and cupped his ass with the other, holding him close as they rubbed against each other. 


"lm warm enough now, Rich," Jon whispered, his face flushing. 
"Good. That's good," Richie breathed. He spread his legs, pulling his knees up. "Take me, Jonny," he purred. 


Jon came up from under the covers long enough to grab the tube of lube again. "Richie- ahh." Jon moved two 


fingers into Richie's entrance, preparing him. 
Richie didn't want to wait anymore. "I'm ready," he gasped. "I'm ready." 


Jon slowly entered him and they began to make love. Jon gripped Richie's shoulders, thrusting long and deep as 
they continued to kiss. Richie tilted his head back and closed his eyes, moaning as Jon licked and nibbled along 


his neck. 
"Oh god, you feel so good," Richie gushed. 
"Ooh!" Jon agreed. 


Richie clenched his knees to the sides of Jon's thrusting hips and grabbed the sides of his head to get his 
attention. Jon looked down at him with wild excited eyes. "Sing the song to me," Richie whispered. "While you 
make love to me," Richie requested shyly. "Please." 


Jon face softened, his eyes closed as he slowed down his movements so he could concentrate. After clearing 


his throat, he started to hum the tune and then sing softly into Richie's ear. 


Richie had never felt more loved in his entire life. With Jon's sweet voice in his ear, his arms tightly around 
him, his chest hair tickling against his chest, and his solid cock moving inside him, Richie was in heaven. As 
Jon's voice grew more confident, he sped up his thrusts. Richie felt the heat radiating from both of their 
bodies, suddenly it was very warm in the bed. 


The covers moved with them as they writhed together. Jon stopped singing so they could kiss. He was 
slamming quite hard into Richie's body now. Feeling Jon's fingers tickling his balls, Richie wrapped his legs 
around his lover's hips. Jon moved his hand up and along the length of his cock. When he squeezed Richie's 
puffy tip, he came hard with a gasp. "Fuck, Jon!" 


"Oh god yes," Jon gasped as he came shortly after Richie, his strokes decreased as he stilled on top of him. 
Richie shook with aftershocks as they snuggled close. 


Richie moved his arms around Jon's back and held him tightly. "That was so good, baby," he sighed. "Thank 


you." 


Jon slid up and kissed Richie firmly on the lips. The two lovers relaxed and softly kissed as they listened to the 
heater kick on. 


This Is Love This Is Life 


"What l'm saying is Jon got Richie a Christmas present," Jon's mom said. "He got out the wrapping paper and 
wrapped it. You should have seen him. He was smiling and singing while he wrapped it. Singing" 


"What was it?" Jon's dad asked. 

"| don't know. It was small, like the size of a cassette." 

"Oh." 

"And last month when Jon was sick, Richie came over. | found him sitting on Jon's bed and Jon was lying with 
his head in his lap. In the dark," his mom added. "I told him he should probably go so Jon could sleep and he 
looked like he didn't want to leave." 


"So? They stay overnight together all the time," Jon's dad said. 


"I know, but they spend a lot of time together. Jon's sleeping over there every weekend. And this morning he 
said Richie's name in his sleep." 


"What's your point?" 

"I think- | think Richie is Jon's boyfriend. | think we have a gay son 
"I think they're just best friends," his dad disagreed. 

"Did you have a best friend like that when you were seventeen?" 
Jon's dad thought for a minute. "Well, no." 

| don't know what to do about it. I'm afraid to say anything to him." 
"Call his mother," Jon's dad suggested. 

"Richie's mother?" 

"Maybe she knows- something." 

"Okay." But did she really want to know? 


FKE 


"So my son and your son- they spend a lot of time together," Jon's mom said as she sipped her coffee. 


Richie's mom knew why Jon's mom wanted to come over to talk. She decided that complete honesty would be 


the best way to handle this. 

‘lve suspected for a while that they're-" Jon's mom paused. 

"Romantically involved?" 

"Boyfriend and boyfriend?" they said at the same time. 

"They are," Richie's mom admitted. 

"Are you completely sure?" 

"Yes. | asked Richie. And I've seen them kiss in the backyard through the kitchen window." 
"Jesus. Did anyone else see them?" 

"Oh no, the backyard faces a swamp." 

"When Jon sleeps over, where do they sleep?" 

"We have a sofa bed in the basement" 

"They sleep together in the same bed?" 

"Well, it's a big bed, but- yes," Richie's mom said carefully. 

"So they-" Jon's mom inhaled, "have sex with each other?" She already knew the answer. 
"Yes," Richie's mom said. "Every Monday | have to wash the sheets because they're- dirty." 
"And you're okay with this?" 


"Well, if they didn’t do it here, they'd do it somewhere else. Probably in Richie's car while it's parked god knows 


where. I'd rather have them here. At least | know- we know- where they are," Richie's mom explained. 
"You're probably right" Jon's mom admitted. "Do they use condoms?" 


"Yes, Richie's father made sure of that. And Richie's not the neatest kid in the world. He leaves the wrappers 
in the bed." 


"Oh," Jon's mom chuckled. 


Richie's mom was relieved that she was smiling. "You know, they're so young. They're just experimenting. They'll 


grow out of this." 
"But they've been ‘experimenting’ for a year and a half. This has been going on for a while." 


"But | think they're best friends more than anything else. Besides Richie will be in college in the fall and Jon will 


go into the Marines from what | understand" 
Jon's mom nodded 

"So see? Everything will work out, They'll have to separate eventually" 
"Okay" 


"Not that | don't like Jon. He's a very polite boy. Richie always brightens when he's around. Which is pretty 


much all the time" 
"Thank you. It's the same with Jon He's happiest when he's talking about Richie" 
"They're just kids. They'll grow up and move on" 

"You think so?" 

wis 

"Well, im glad we had this talk" 

"Yes, thanks for coming over. Do you want some more coffee?" 

"No, thank you, | really should be going," Jon's mom stood up. 


"Alright" 


We Rule the Night 


"I have to go to the prom" Richie said that last word in a weird tone. "I've been nominated for prom king or 


something so | have to be there," Richie explained. 

"Oh," Jon wrinkled his nose as he zipped Richie's and his sleeping bags together. 

"When did | become so popular?" Richie sighed with obvious annoyance. 

"Well, you are the star of the basketball team," David pointed out. 

"I am not" Richie had always been so modest about his basketball abilities. 

"Yes you are," Tico agreed with David. "And everybody likes you." 

Richie sighed again and looked at Jon. 

"Don't look at me," Jon said as they sat back down next to each other. "I'm your boyfriend. You know | like you." 
Tico laughed. 

‘Seriously, who am | going to go with? | don't have a girlfriend!" Richie whined. 


"Just relax," David tried to help. "Surely we can find a girl somewhere who is willing to go with the good- 


looking, popular and well-liked Richie Sambora, prom king nominee." 

"But | don't want to go with a girll" 

"Would you rather go alone?" Tico asked seriously. 

"I'd rather go with Jon," Richie said even though he knew it was too much to hope for. 


"Oh, Richie! | accept," Jon smiled, scooting closer to him on the sleeping bag. "Do | get a corsage?" he asked, 


taking Richie's hand and squeezing it tightly. 
David snorted. 

"That may be a bit- much," Tico pointed out. 
"| know," Jon and Richie said together. 


"A girl is going to want to go with a boyfriend," Richie came back on topic. "Not with a gay basketball player." 


"A popular gay basketball player," Tico reminded him. 

Richie sighed again 

"Hey, don't worry, baby." Jon put his arm around his boyfriend. This was such strange behavior for Richie. 
Usually he was even-tempered and up for anything, but he seemed so freaked out about this. "I'm not going to 
let you go alone," Jon soothed, trying to make his boyfriend feel better. "I'll go too. Oh!" Jon got an idea. "We 
should double date with two girls!" 

"Two girls!" Richie was definitely not relaxed. "Where are we going to find two girls who-?" 


"What about that friend of yours in your history class? Dorothea?" David said to Jon. 


"That's not a bad idea," Tico said, "becouse she goes out with Bobby, who's away in the Marines. She might go 
with you," he pointed at Jon 


"And she could get a friend to go with Richie," David finished. 
"| could ask her," Jon said. "She knows about Richie and me anyway.’ 
They all looked at Richie to see his reaction "At least we have a plan" He started to feel better. 


FEKE 


"You know Jon, you're a dude. What would you do with a corsage anyway?" Richie whispered as he and Jon 


cuddled together in their sleeping bag. He had woken up in the middle of the night and gently woke Jon, too. 
"| don't know. | just got caught up in the moment," Jon admitted. 

"Well how about if | picked you up in a limousine?" 

"Seriously?" 

"No. | can't afford that." 

"I know," Jon whispered back. 

‘| still love you though." 

"Me too," Jon sighed happily. "I'm so glad we're together." 


"Mmm," Richie kissed Jon and stroked him intently through his pajama pants. 


"Richie!" Jon hissed. "The others-" 
"They're asleep, Jonny," Richie whispered, rubbing up against him. "Give me a little kiss. I'm so hard-" 


"Ahh-" Jon sighed. Richie was such a bad influence. How did he end up with someone who liked to dabble in 
exhibitionism? It was Richie who had kissed him at the techno club in front of everyone. Of course Jon hadn't 
stopped him. And he wasn't stopping him now either even though he knew the other guys could wake up 


anytime. 
When Richie started tugging at his waistband, he gave in. "Take your pants off," Richie whispered. 


"Argh, okay." Jon struggled out of his pants before noticing that Richie was already naked from the waist down, 


"You're unbelievable," he sighed. 
Richie took it as compliment. "Thank you." He raised his eyebrows and smiled, 


Jon could see his sly look in the darkness before closing his eyes as Richie came closer for a kiss. What was 
left of his defense melted away completely when Richie wrapped his fist around both of their cocks. "Oh!" Jon 
gulped, his heart pounding in his chest. 


Richie held the back of Jon's head with his other hand as he pleasured them both. He swallowed Jon up in a 
long hungry kiss to keep him from making any more noise. However he couldn't stop himself from moaning low 


in his throat. "Oh yes," he hissed softly against Jon's cheek. 
Richie came really quickly and Jon felt it against his hip. He kept pumping Jon until he came too, an intense 
wave of heat crashing through him. They were really good at being quiet. The only sound in the room now was 


their heavy breathing as they slowly recovered. 


Jon turned around and Richie spooned him as they settled down. "Good night, Jonny," Richie whispered before 
gently kissing the back of Jon's neck. 


"Good night, prom king," Jon responded. 


"Shut up." 


Nm With You 


"We're onl" Jon said, joining everyone at the lunch table. "Dorothea wanted to go anyway. She actually seems 
excited. And you're going to go with her friend Erika. Do you know her?" Jon asked Richie. "She's tall and has 
curly dark hair and is into art" 

Richie thought for a minute. "Tall, art, Erika- Yeah, | know who she is. Yes. She's nice." 

"Yeah." Jon breathed a sigh of relief. 


"Thanks for doing this for me, Jon" Richie quickly kissed Jon on the cheek and whispered into his ear, "You're a 
great boyfriend" 


"You're welcome," Jon blushed. 

"IIl thank you again later," Richie whispered while gently stroking his thigh under the table as Jon shivered 
FEKK 

"Erika?" 

"Richie." 

"Hi" 

Hi 

| thought I'd introduce myself," Richie said, "since we're going to the prom together." 
"Yog" 

"So why aren't you going with a boyfriend?" Richie asked suspiciously. 

"He's away. He's in the Marines," Erika explained. 

"Oh," Richie fidgeted. "Jon may join the Marines." 

"Yeah, Jon," Erika said. "You're into Jon. Dorothea told me." 

"Yeah," Richie said softly. 


Erika changed the subject. "lim glad I'm going with you. | can wear high heels," she smiled, referring to Richie's 


tallness. 


"Yeah," Richie perked up, now that Erika knew why he needed a date. "Wear whatever you want. Here's my 
phone number." He wrote it down on a piece of paper and handed it to her. 


"Okay. Thanks." 
"l'Il see you around." 


"Okay." 


Remember When We Lost the Keys 


"You look so cute in your tuxedo," Jon said. "Like a grown-up.” 
"Thanks," Richie said, blushing lightly. 
"Let me get a picture of you two. You look so handsome.” Jon's mom adjusted the camera. "Smile boys!" 


Richie put his arm around Jon who leaned into him. They both smiled impossibly big, happy that they were 
going to the prom together. Well, kind of. 


She snapped the picture. "Have a good time. Make sure you come home in the morning," she joked. "Be careful 
with your father's car." 


"We will. Bye, Mom." 


They climbed into Richie's father's car and Richie started the engine. "Wow, your father's letting you use his 


car. You must have been a good boy lately,” Jon teased. 


"I explained to him that the four of us wouldn't fit in my car." Richie put the car into Drive and backed out of 
the driveway. 


"Oh yeah, you're probably right," Jon said. "You're so smart. Thinking ahead" 
In fact, Richie had already been in the backseat to see how big it was. He could lie down fully across it, which 
gave him a wicked idea. "Thanks," Richie smiled. He leaned over so he could give Jon a little kiss. "Now where 


does Dorothea live?" 


KEEK 

‘lm saying that the backseat of my dad's car is much bigger than the backseat of my car." Richie started. 
They had been at the prom all of two seconds. However, Richie couldn't think of anything except getting Jon 
back in the car. Alone. In the backseat. The big backseat. 

"Everything is bigger than the backseat of your car," Jon quoted Richie. 

"That's what l'm saying.” 


Jon finally got it. "Oh!" His heart started beating faster. 


"Let's go- measure it," Richie slyly suggested. 


"Sure." 


Richie threw his arm around Jon's shoulder. "We'll be right back," he said to his group of friends as they 
headed to the exit. 


EEK E 

"Ahh, Rich. This is nice and roomy," Jon sighed as Richie stretched out on top of him. 
Richie removed his mouth from Jon's ear. "I know, right?" he breathed. 

"Ahh," Jon panted as he felt Richie's fingers on his zipper. 

"Oh god. If Dad finds any spooge in his car, he'll kill me," Richie realized. "We should 64" 


"Oh. Good idea" Jon raised his eyebrows. Richie leaned into him and they continued to kiss. Jon hurriedly 
unfastened Richie's pants. They separated and Richie pushed himself up on his hands and knees. 


He got a full look at Jon and giggled. It was quite the sight to see: Jon sprawled out on the backseat with his 
erection sticking out of his tuxedo pants. 


"What?" Jon asked. 
"You've never looked hotter than you do right now," Richie smiled. 
"You're not so bad yourself,” Jon smiled back. 


"Roll over," he said to Jon. "Turn around and lay on top of me." Richie moved to lie down on the seat on his 


back. 

"You're so demanding,” Jon teased as he turned around. 

"You like it," Richie said as he pulled Jon's hips to his face. 

"Oh!" A shock shot through Jon as Richie firmly maneuvered his lower body. "Yeah, | like it," he admitted. 

"I know," Richie said seductively before he drew Jon's cock into his mouth. 

"Nugugh-" Jon lost all power of speech as Richie started sucking softly. 

Richie moved his hips up, waiting for Jon to do the same thing. His erection brushed against Jon's nose and he 


remembered what he was supposed to be doing. Jon held Richie's thighs as he lowered his mouth down around 


Richie's throbbing cock. 


Richie groaned low in his throat. Jon took a breath. "Hey Rich! We're 64ing in a ‘69 Oldsmobile! It's so 
appropriate!" 


Richie laughed around Jon's cock. Then Jon started making the little noises he makes and all of Richie's blood 
rushed to his dick. Richie moaned himself as he slowed down his sucking motions. The movements of Jon's 
tongue were obscene as Richie shook with pleasure and ecstasy. 

Beyond excited, neither of them ever lasted long when a blowjob was occurring. Richie's eyes rolled back in his 
head as he came first with Jon not too far behind. Jon's body turned to jelly as he collapsed on top of Richie. 
Jon's cock popped out of Richie's mouth as he panted. "That- was- amazing." 


"Oh- yeah-" Jon agreed. They lay there for a while waiting for their breathing to return to normal. 


Richie affectionately tapped Jon's butt. "Don't fall asleep, Jonny. We need to get back in there. They're going to 


announce the king and queen soon” Richie said it like he actually cared. 
"Right." Jon secretly wanted his boyfriend to win. 


They got out of the car and straightened themselves up, zipping pants, tucking in shirts, and readusting 


cummerbunds. "Am | all together?" Jon asked, running his fingers through his now messed-up hair. 
Richie looked him over. "Yes. Well- your face is still flushed" 

"Oh!" Jon touched his face. 

"Do | look okay?" Richie asked, 

Jon returned the favor. "Yes. You look beautiful. You look like a prom king," 


Richie put his arm around Jon as they went back inside. "Aw thanks, honey." 


We Weren\‘t Born to Follow 


"Where have you guys been? They're about to start," Dave exclaimed. 
"Uh- nowhere. We were- um- checking the car," Richie was still smiling. 
"Oh right," Tico understood. 


"If | can have your attention please," the class president interrupted. "The votes have been tallied for your 
prom king and queen!" A hush fell over the crowd. "Your prom king is- Richie Sambora!" 


"Oh my god," Richie said under his breath. The crowd went wild He quickly squeezed Jon's hand before making 
his way to the stage. A crown was being put on his head and he quickly said, "Uh- thanks!" into the 


microphone. 


"And your prom queen is- Jill Tyler!" The crowd went even wilder. Jill ran up to the stage and accepted her 
crown with a big smile. "Thank you so much!" she said breathlessly. 


"And now if you'll clear an area on the dance floor, Richie and Jill will dance together as your king and queen!" 
The floor cleared out and Jon, Dorothea, Erika, and the guys watched as Richie and Jill gracefully moved about 
the floor. In addition to everything else, Richie was also an excellent dancer. He smiled and made polite small talk 
with Jill as they slow danced, 

"Are you here with Jon?" Jill asked him. 

Richie glanced over in his direction. "No. Well, my date is Erika but I'm with Jon the rest of the time." 

"Yeah," she understood. "You two are a cute couple." 

Richie actually blushed. "Thanks," he said softly as the song ended. 


"And now the king and queen will dance with their dates!” 


"How many more of these are there?" Richie asked Jill as her date, the captain of the football team, 
approached. 


"This is the last one," she laughed. 
"Thank goodness," Richie sighed, turning around toward where his group of friends was standing. 


Jon turned to Erika to watch her walk to Richie but she just stood there and looked back at him. "Go," she 


said, tilting her head toward the dance floor and Richie. 

Jon nervously ran a hand through his hair. Surely she didn't mean that he should go out there. "But-' 
"You're his date. Go on," she encouraged 

"But I+" he glanced over at Dorothea who was nodding in agreement. 

"Gol" Tico and David said at the same time, giving him a slight nudge toward the dance floor. 


Expecting Erika, Richie was quite shocked when he saw Jon coming toward him, but he automatically put his 
arms around him. "Jon, what are you doing?" 


"They made me," Jon whispered, burying his face in Richie's neck. He was certain his face was red and his 


heart was beating so loud he was sure everyone could hear it. 


"Oh god," Richie whispered, he looked around expecting giggling or snickering or worse but everyone was smiling. 


"Jon, | think it's okay. Yeah, you can open your eyes," he said more confidently. 


"Really?" Jon looked up and around and began to relax. No one seemed to mind that they were on the dance 


floor together. They started swaying. 


When the song ended Richie leaned down and kissed Jon quickly on the cheek. "l'm glad we decided to come," he 
said. After a polite applause, other couples started to dance around them and the floor filled back up. 


Love\'s The Only Rule 


"Where were you?" Tico asked as Richie joined them at the edge of the dance floor. 

"Getting about a million pictures taken" It seemed like a million There were pictures of him, of Jill and him, of 
Jill by herself, and pictures of everyone that was nominated. His cheeks hurt from smiling. Then he stopped by 
the bathroom to freshen up. 

‘Oh, | see. Well, you are the king.” 

"Ha ha" Richie looked around. "Where's Jon?" 


Tico tilted his head toward the floor. "Dancing." 


Richie looked toward where Tico was pointing. Sure enough Jon was dancing with Dorothea, David and Erika He 


was really shaking it. "What is on his head?" Richie asked. 
"Oh, Jill gave him her tiara." 
"Why?" 


"Because you're the prom king and he's the- your date," Tico couldn't help smiling at the absurdity of the 


situation. 


"Oh," Richie laughed as he kept watching Jon. "He's really good. I'm going to have to vote for him as best booty 
shaker." 


The song ended and Jon spotted Richie and rushed over to him. "You're back! | missed youl" Giddy and giggly 


from dancing Jon threw his arms around Richie. 

"Having a good time?" Richie smiled as he hugged Jon back. 

"Yes!" Jon beamed. 

"Nice tiara," Richie said dryly. 

"You like it?" Jon said pulling it off. "It doesn't go with my shoes,” he giggled. 


Everyone laughed. Then they sat down for a while catching their breath while Dorothea and Erika went to the 


restroom. 


“There's something | want to tell you," David said looking at Jon and Richie. 


"What is it?" 
| know that when you two first started going out, | acted like a jerk" 
"Yes!" Richie said, remembering. "Jon was so freaked out about that." 


"I'm sorry. It- you two- just happened so fast and then you were together all the time and | saw you less and 
less and-" David paused. "| missed you a little, Jon," David confessed. 


‘lm sorry," Jon said softly. 
"No, I'm sorry." 
‘Its okay. It was- fast." 


"Well-" Everyone looked at Richie. "Actually | wanted to kiss you long before | actually did kiss you," Richie 


revealed. 

"Really?" Jon squealed. "I wanted to kiss you too!" 

Richie laughed. 

‘I'm really sorry," David continued. "| realize now that you're like the best couple ever." 
"You think so?" Richie blushed as he looked at Jon. 

"Look guys. | got you something to make up for it. We all chipped in, actually." 

"But it was Dave's idea," Tico said. 

David handed a key over to Richie. "I rented a hotel room for you guys." 


"Seriously?" Richie hand shook slightly as he took it. Being with Jon in a hotel room was one of Richie's ultimate 


fantasies. 
"Oh gosh. That's so cool." Jon's head began to spin. A night alone with Richie in a hotel room! 
David shrugged. "| thought I'd be nice if you two didn't have to worry about- you know- being interrupted" 


"We were once," Richie could laugh about it now. "My mom was coming down the stairs and- you should have 


seen the look on Jon's face! I've never seen anyone put pants on so fast!" 


"Thanks," Jon smiled. "Its a good thing too. | was deep down your throat when- 
"Guys!" David and Tico interrupted simultaneously. 

"Sorry!" Jon and Richie blushed. 

"Speaking of being interrupted-" Tico said. 


"Anyway," Jon cleared his throat. "Thanks, guys. This is awesome. But it's still early. | want to dance!" Getting 
up, Jon grabbed Richie's hand and pulled him onto the dance floor. 


Jon's exuberance was rubbing off on Richie. "Come on guys!" he called out to Tico and Dave as they followed. 


Because We Can 


"Richie, this is so adult," Jon commented. They had checked into their modest hotel room and were relaxing in 


the chairs by the medium-sized bed 

"What?" Richie loosened his bow tie. 

"Spending the night in a hotel room" 

‘Oh yeah." 

"You're not too tired are you?" 

Richie looked at the clock. It was late. "No," he said. 

"You're a really good dancer," Jon said. 

"So are you." Richie returned the compliment. "| had the best time with you tonight" 


| had a great time with you too," Jon smiled at his boyfriend as he stood up. He dimmed the lights before 


standing in front of Richie's chair. 
Richie grinned back. “Although I'm expecting someone to bust through the door and try to stop us." 
"No, nothing's going to ruin tonight. It's been perfect." Jon took Richie's hand and pulled him out of his chair. 


"Tico would come out of nowhere and beat them up, I'm sure," Richie commented. "Because he spent money on 


this room." 

Jon laughed. "What's with you? You're being silly." 

‘Im just really happy right now." Richie smiled down at his boyfriend. 

"Me too." They kissed. "What | really liked about tonight was dancing with you. Slow dancing." Jon unbuttoned the 
top few buttons of Richie's shirt so he could press his cheek against his warm bare chest. "Dance with me," 


he whispered, wrapping his arms around Richie's waist. 


"Mmm Jon," Richie sighed, burying his face in his hair. They swayed together for a little bit to the songs in 
their heads. 


Jon moved his hands up Richie's back. "Let's make love all night long," he whispered. 


"Ahh, Jonny," Richie sighed. 


Jon pulled the bedspread off before gently shoving his lover back onto the bed. They ended up with Richie 
underneath Jon with his legs spread and Jon rubbing down against him. Richie held the sides of Jon's head as 
they kissed hungrily. Jon finished unbuttoning Richie's shirt. 


Richie was starting to feel really aroused as Jon licked his stomach. "Jon!" He suddenly came to an important 


realization. "We're wearing rented pants! Stop-" he breathed, "before |-" 


"Oh! Sorry! You're right-" Jon quickly scrambled off of Richie and let his tuxedo pants fall down over his hips 
as he helped Richie off with his. As he pulled them down, Richie's erection came springing out of the opening in 
his underwear. "Oh, Richie!" Jon raised his eyebrows. 


"Ungh- that was close," Richie sighed with relief. "A little too close." 


Jon couldn't help giggling a little at Richie's red face and closed eyes. Richie looked back up at Jon and laughed 
too in spite of himself. "You'd better take it all off," Jon smiled "Just to be safe." 


"Yeah," Richie took off his shirt and handed it to Jon who carefully hung up both of their pants, shirts and 
jackets and tucked them safely into the closet. He even gathered up the bow ties and cummerbunds and placed 
them on the floor of the closet just to be safe. 


Meanwhile, Richie removed his underwear and stretched out on the bed, finally relaxing. He stroked his cock 
lightly, waiting for Jon to come back to bed. Finally he stopped messing around with the closet and approached 
the bed, completely naked himself with the beginning of an erection "Now, where were we?" Jon said 


seductively as he got back onto the bed and crawled toward his lover. 
"Ahh, you look so good, baby," Richie drooled. "The lube is in my pants pocket," he realized. 


"| know. | found it," Jon said, holding it in his outstretched hand before putting it down on the bedside table. He 
crawled on top of Richie and resumed his earlier position. Richie spread his thighs and they both moaned as 


their bare cocks came into full contact. Jon was fully hard now. 
"Ungh," Richie said again. He tightly clutched Jon's small ass as they rubbed their most sensitive parts 
together. It felt so good and there was no need to rush, so they kept this up for a long while. Jon held onto 


Richie's neck as they kissed fervently. The two lovers moaned low in their throats. 


Being on top was causing Jon to feel a very specific desire. "l- | want to fuck you, Rich." His voice was thick 


and deep with lust. 
"Mmm," Richie nodded before they kissed again. "Okay." 


"How do you want it?" Jon whispered. 


"Stay there- facing me- just like we are now-" Richie panted. "| want to look at you." Jon usually bottomed 
during their sex, but Richie liked it both ways. He spread his legs farther and lifted his knees up. "Please use 
lots of lube, baby," he requested softly. 


"Okay baby," Jon whispered as he grabbed it off the bedside table. "You look so hot like this," Jon kept talking 
to distract Richie from where he was putting his finger. "And sexy," he sighed. 


Richie closed his eyes and spread his thighs wider, lifting his pelvis off the bed and further onto Jon's fingers. 
"Ahh." He was beyond arroused at this point. "Now," he whispered. 


"Mmm, you're gorgeous," Jon gushed as he got into position He leaned down to kiss Richie as he carefully slid 


himself in. 
Unfortunately, Jon only had one speed when he was fucking: jackhammer. Richie would gently suggest to him to 
slow down and he would at first, but then he would return to his original out-of-control pace. Richie once joked 


about how it was good that Jon never slept with girls, saying they would break in half. 


"Girls," Jon had wrinkled his nose. "No." Richie remembered that he had asked, "Have you slept with lots of 
girls?" 


"No, not a lot," Richie had admitted. 

"What was it like? Did you enjoy it?" Jon had curiously asked. 
"No, well, yeah. I+ was okay." 

"Oh. 

"Not as good as sleeping with you though," Richie gushed. 


"Oh Richie." With that, Jon had kissed him softly on the lips before snuggling into his chest. "What about other 
boys?" he had suddenly asked with a tinge of jealousy in his voice. He hadn't looked up at Richie. 


Richie rolled his eyes. "| never even looked at another guy until | met you," he had said seriously. 


"Oh Richie," Jon had said again. It was exactly what he wanted to hear. He kissed him again a little more deeply. 


"| love you. I've only ever loved you." 
"| love you too." 


'Richiiiiiieeeee!" Jon inhaled excitedly, bringing Richie back to the present. 


He loved seeing Jon this way: panting and out of breath as he thrust over and over again. "I love you like this," 


Richie sighed watching Jon's body move as he thrust in and out of him. "All sweaty and working hard." 

‘lm working hard for you, baby," Jon panted. "Working hard to make you come. | want you to come, Richie." 
"Don't worry, | will. Just keep doing what you're doing." Richie adjusted the pillow behind his head. "Don't stop." 
"Mmm, wasn't planning on it" 

Richie closed his eyes and leaned his head back. "Oh yeah," he breathed. 

"Feels good, doesn't it?" 

Richie concentrated on just the feeling of having Jon inside him, hot and slick. "Oh fuck yes." 

Jon growled. "Richie!" 

"Jon," Richie trembled with the anticipation of his release. "Oh-" He wrapped a leg around Jon's waist trying to 
get him closer, deeper inside. Jon's still-lubed hand moved quickly over Richie's red swollen erection. "!m-" 
Richie couldn't talk anymore. He fisted the sheet in his hands when he felt Jon fondling his balls. "l'm- yes!" 
"Me- too-" Jon read his mind. 

Richie made an indecipherable sound as the orgasm took him over, his hot liquid bursting over Jon's eager 
hand and onto his own trembling stomach. A few seconds later Jon lost it, groaning loudly as he climaxed. He 
ungracefully landed right on top of Richie, but Richie didn't mind because he wasn't that heavy. It felt kind of 
good to Richie, actually. He smiled and laughed as his heart continued its rapid beat. He wrapped his shaky arms 
tightly around Jon's still trembling body. 

"Oh- my- god-" Jon sighed as he pulled out. 

"You said it," Richie grinned. 

"Thank you, Richie." Jon ran his hand over Richie's belly. "Are you sore?" he asked after a while. 

Richie took a breath. "A little," he admitted. 


Jon moved down to gently kiss Richie's stomach. "l'm sorry, baby." 


"IFs okay," Richie smiled. Jon then rested his cheek on Richie's stomach which caused his breath to flow over 


his wet cock. Richie would be ready again very soon. 


All | Wanna Do Is You 


The couple cuddled in the bed while Richie kissed every inch of Jon's debauched body. his mouth watered as he 
reached Jon's most intimate parts. "I love your peris," Richie said as he handled it with great care. "It's so little 


and cute." 


Jon turned bright red. "It's not that little," he admonished. "Well," he continued, looking down at it. "It is now but 
if you touch it," he grinned, "or rub it, it will get bigger" 


"Uh-huh," Richie absentmindedly agreed since he was distracted with fondling Jon's incredibly cute butt. "I love 
your body," he sighed. "I love every part of you." 


Jon heart skipped a beat. "I love it when you say things like that to me." He leaned his head back as Richie 
hugged him from behind. 


"I love you," he sighed, nibbling the blonde's neck. 


With that Jon was anxious for the brunette to make love to him. He closed his eyes and whispered, "I love you 


too, Richie." 
Reading his mind Richie said, "Roll over so | can fully worship this gorgeous body of yours." 


A part of Jon melted away. "It's yours," he gulped. He turned over in the bed, goosebumps rising over his skin 
as the couple playfully laughed and kissed. Richie tickled Jon, eliciting a breathless cry from his excited lover. 


They curled into each other, their heads falling together into a long kiss. "I want you to know how much-" 


Richie kissed Jon's nose, "how much | love you." 

"I know," Jon looked seriously at his lover. "I know, Richie." 

Richie loved it when Jon said his name like that, all low and breathy and sexy. They kissed some more as things 
were quickly accelerating for Riche. He tangled his fingers into Jon's soft blonde hair. "Oh baby," he breathed 
into Jon's ear. 

"Ahh." Jon's heart skipped a beat. He loved it when Richie called him ‘baby: 


Richie panted, "Are you- ahh- ready?" 


Although Jon was still mostly soft from their previous round of lovemaking, his loins caught on fire from 


Richie's words. "Oh yeah," he breathed, "| just need a little- oh! " 


Richie already had the lube in his hands. He anxiously twisted a slippery finger into Jon. "How's that?" 


"Oh!" Jon moaned. "That's good. So good" 


Richie was beyond excited. His cock was already dripping. He twisted in a second finger while simultaneously 
licking Jon's earlobe. 


Jon felt his entire body break out into a sweat, his penis coming back to life. "I'm ready," he whispered. 

"Are you sure?" Richie asked, always the considerate lover. "I feel like l'm rushing you.’ 

"No, it's fine," Jon reassured him. 

"Okay," Richie responded. "Baby," he added with a soothing caress to Jon's thigh. Richie took his dick in his right 
hand and guided himself into the willing body of his lover. The heat and tightness felt unbelievable. "Ahh Jon" 
Richie paused, taking it all in "This- is- heaven," Richie sighed. He lay still for a moment, letting Jon adjust. 
They kissed ardently as Jon wrapped his legs around Richie's thrusting pelvis. Richie reached under Jon and 
clasped his ass with both hands. Jon wrapped his arms around Richie's neck. They grinded together, their 


mouths glued together. It was exquisite. 


Every part of Jon's insides were getting attention Every millimeter of Richie's dick felt Jon inside. Richie 
grunted as Jon whimpered, "Oh god, Rich!" 


"Jonny, yeah, I'm going to- oh- l'm- oohhh!" 
"Go for it," Jon wetly whispered into his ear, encouraging his lover. 
Richie came hard, shooting his cum deep into Jon, his grip around his body tightening. "Yes! God! Ahh!" 


"Richie!" he exclaimed. Jon let out a long breath as he came like a fountain He melted into the matress, his 


head falling back into the pillow. 


Richie nuzzled his neck, still unable to regain the power of speech. He kisssed his lover's flushed face and ran a 
hand through the dishevelled blonde hair. It could have been the aftershocks of the intense orgasm pulsing 
through his spent body, but right here, laying with his beloved Jon and stroking his hair, this was the happiest 


Richie had ever been. 


The Last Night 


One of Richie's favorite things about spending the night together was waking up with his nose buried in Jon's 
hair. Alternately, Jon's favorite thing was waking up with Richie's arm around his waist. He tightened his grip 
around Jon's waist as he yawned and stretched. "Good morning, lover,” he said in his low velvety voice. 

Jon got a shiver. "Good morning." 

"I love spending the night with you," Richie whispered. 

"Mmm" Jon opened his eyes. 

"During the week, when I'm not with you, | hug a pillow and pretend that it's you," Richie revealed. 

"Me, tool" Jon giggled lightly. "I do that too. I've kissed the pillow a few times." 

"L also jerk off uncontrollably when you're not in the bed." 


"| do that in the shower and think of you.” 


"That's cool. | love watching you do that. It's hot," Richie said. They had done that countless times; taken turns 


pleasuring themselves while the other watched. It was hot stuff. 

Jon turned around in Richie's arms and they kissed softly and lovingly. 
"I wish we could sleep together every night," Richie wistfully said. 
"Yeah," Jon agreed. 


They lay there silently for a while. Last night had been one of the best nights of their lives; they clearly 


weren't ready for it to be over. But it was the morning and that meant. 
‘| need to call my mom," Jon said, looking at the clock 

"Then lll be in my office," Richie said as he headed for the bathroom 

“Hi Mom, it's Jon- Yeah, Richie and | are going to go out for breakfast and then I'l be home- No, we took the 
girls home last night- Yeah, we had a good time- Richie won prom king- Yeah | know, right? Yeah- Okay- Okay, 


bye." He hung up the phone. 


Richie was still in the bathroom. 


"Yeah, Rich?" Jon called out. 

"What?" Richie yelled back. 

| never thought I'd say this, but- | can't have anymore sex," he smiled. Throughout the night, they had made 
love in every possible position two guys could. Around the very early morning, they had lost count of how 
many orgasms they'd had. "I'm starving. Let's go eat." 


Richie chuckled, "You mean | finally wore you out?" 


Jon blushed and smiled. "Well, at least for today." 


These Arms Are Open All Night 


Jon sat down next to Richie with a sigh. 

Sensing something was on his mind, Richie asked, "What's up?" 

Jon leaned his head back. "I never thought we'd be together this long," Jon stated. 

Yeah, two years, Richie thought. The time had flown by for him. 

"And | never thought | would- love you so much." The tears started. 

Richie put his arms around him. "Jonny, l- what are you trying to say?" 

Jon took a deep breath. "I don't- | don't want to join the Marines. | want to be with you," Jon sniffled. 
Oh, baby," Richie soothed. "I want to be with you too. You don't have to-" 

"Yes, | do!" Jon exclaimed. "What else will | do? And if | tell my father why-" 

"But" 


"| can just see the look on his face. ‘Yeah, Dad, | don't want to be in the Marines because | don't want to be 
apart from Richie, my boyfriend of two years. He'll have a fucking heart attack!" 


'I-" Richie didn't know what to say. Jon was probably right. "Just get into bed," Richie said, doing the same. 
"Things always seem better when we're in bed together." 


Jon smiled through his tears and did as he was told. He slid in next to Richie and they wrapped their arms 
around each other. "This is where | want to be," he sighed as Richie rubbed his back. "Always." 


"Yeah," Richie agreed. He realized that if they were a boy and girl, they could get married and be together and 
no one would say anything about it. But they were two boys, actually men since they had both graduated and 
turned eighteen. It seemed unfair that they were adults and they couldn't be together like they wanted. 


Jon's breath kept hitching and hiccuping before he calmed down. Richie continued to stroke his back until his 
breathing evened out. Keeping Jon's face tucked against his neck, he buried his own face in Jon's hair. "There 


must be a way for us to be together," Jon said desperately. "You're smart, Richie. Think of something." 


"IIl try," he promised, before he drew Jon's lips to his for a slow sweet kiss. Richie ran his thumbs over Jon's 


tear-streaked cheeks as they lay together in the bed. 


Edge of a Broken Heart 


Up in his bedroom, Richie lay on his bed crying softly. On the bulletin board across from his bed was his copy 
of the picture Jon's mom took of them before they went to prom. Richie had stuck it there on its side so he 
could see it while he lay in bed. But now seeing it was making him sad. What the hell was Richie going to do 
when Jon left? 


Richie thought about the beginning of their relationship. He had begun to like Jon because he was cool and fun 
and liked kissing him because it felt good. But soon after that he kissed him because he was in love. And that 
was so long ago. They'd been together and in love for two years now and at this point Richie couldn't imagine 


being without him. 


And last night when they were making love, Jon had been so quiet. Usually there was some dirty talk or at 
least a "You feel so good, Rich." But Jon had kept his eyes open like he was trying to memorize everything. The 


lovemaking had been especially urgent and intense, as if it was the last time. 

Richie had stayed strong and positive when Jon was crying about their impending separation, but now that he 
was alone, he just let it all out. He thought about not seeing Jon everyday, not being able to kiss him whenever 
he wanted, and not sleeping with him in the basement every weekend. He sniffled and wiped his eyes, trying to 
be quiet. 

But of course his mother heard him. She knocked lightly on his bedroom door before opening it slowly. "Richie? 
Are you crying?" She saw her son's tear-streaked face and went over to the bed and sat down. "What's 
wrong, sweetie?" 


"Ungh-" Richie sniffled. 


She tried to think of something that would upset Richie this much. "Honey, did you and Jon have an argument 


or something?" 
Hearing Jon's name only made Richie cry harder. 


‘Oh sweetie, you two will work it out. Don't worry. You've been friends for so long. Everything between you 
two will be fine," Richie's mom soothed. 


"No, we didn't have a fight," Richie said softly. They'd never had anything to fight about. Jon really was the 
best boyfriend ever. 


"Then what's wrong?" 


"We- he- Jon-" Richie took a deep breath. "He's going to join the Marines. He's going to leave. He's going to 


leave mel" 


‘Oh sweetie, you'll still see him sometimes. He'll have- breaks and stuff” 
"But I-" Richie paused. 
"And you'll be busy with college." She soothingly stroked his back. 


"But | want to be with him all the time!" How could he make her understand? "I-" Richie exhaled loudly. "I love 


him!" The tears were streaming down his cheeks now. 
| know, sweetie," his mom whispered. 


They sat in silence for a while. Richie's mom had thought that he and Jon would grow out of their relationship 


and move on. Obviously not yet. 
"You'll have to be apart for a while," she soothed. "| know you don't think so, but you'll survive." 
"Whatever," Richie sighed. 


"Oh honey," Richie's mom sighed. "I'll leave you alone now. You're tired. You should take a little nap before 


dinner. l'm making your favorite." 
"Okay. Thanks mom," Richie said automatically. 


She left Richie's room and shut the door. Richie cried himself to sleep. 


Never Say Goodbye 
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He scared the hell out of Richie's mom who was in the kitchen, calmly cleaning. "Jon!" 
Jon turned around. "Hil" 
"Is everything alright?" she asked, still slightly alarmed. 


"Yes! It's better than alright! Where's Richie?! | have to talk to Richie!" Jon was practically jumping out of his 
skin 


"He's upstairs in his room, | think," she said. 


"Thanks, Mrs. Sambora!" Jon was already at the stairs. He ran up them two at a time and burst into Richie's 


room. "Richie!" 

"Shit!" In a flash, Jon saw Richie falling off of his bed. He rolled over on the floor. "Thank goodness it's you. But 
have you ever heard of quietly knocking? | was in the middle of-" It was in that moment that Richie realized 
his dick was still sticking out if his pants. He stopped mid-sentence. 

Jon laughed. "Why are your-?" But he already knew the answer. 


Richie blushed. "Well | had some free time so | was- ahh- | thought | locked the door-" 


Jon quickly closed the door behind him. "Who were you thinking about?!" Jon was still completely keyed up. 
"Me?! You and me?l? Me? Me? Me?" 


"Of course | was thinking about youl" Richie smiled at Jon's exuberance. "Who else?" 
"Yayl" Jon cheered. 
"What's with you? Did you interrupt me for a reason? You want to tell me or watch me finish?" Richie grinned. 


"Oh," Jon exhaled. He considered it for a second, but if he watched Richie finish he would get all turned on and 


then he would have to masturbate and then they would have to have some sort of sex together and Jon 


would never get to tell him what he needed to tell him. "No! Not now! Zip back up! But definitely later! Later we 


can-" 
"Jon!" Richie interrupted him as he got himself together and zipped his pants. "Calm down. What is it?" 


"| won!" Jon sat down on Richie's bed and caught his breath. "There was a contest. At work | wrote a song. It 


won. | won. We're going on tour. We leave in August. lm so relieved | don't have to join the Marines. We can 


be" 
"A song? The one you wrote for- for me? That song?" Richie asked. 

"No. Oh no. | wrote another one." 

"So we're going on tour?!?" Richie gasped. 

"Yes! | need a band! Would you like to be my guitarist?" 

"l- oh!" Relief washed over Richie. He felt his knees begin to give out so he sat down next to his boyfriend. 
Jon took his hand and held it tight. "I know," he whispered. 

"We should try writing songs together,” Richie suggested. 

"You think we'd be any good at that?" Jon asked honestly. 

"Well, we're good at doing everything else together." Richie smiled. 

‘Oh yeah," Jon agreed. 

"Jonny," Richie sighed. "What if we suck? As a band?" 


"We won't" Jon rested his head on his lover's chest as Richie put his arms around him. "Because we'll be 
together." 


*** The End *** 


